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At the apocalypse of Solomon’s songs rising 
The sun will ascend from the west 
Disappear in the east 
Then 

Will begin Solomon’s songs of hell 
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With love 

To Hell correspondents 

Sacrificed for... 
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This story 

takes place during the New Crusades 
and perpetration of all 
Seven Mortal Sins 
at once. 
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Rise, O’ North wind 
Come, O’ South wind 
Blow on my garden to spread its perfume 
Songs of Solomon 
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Arrival 

Light and cheerful, he throws his briefcase on the bed with 
the usual fanfare. "Leave everything right there; It doesn’t 
matter, anywhere would be fine", He addresses the valet, 
delicately producing a bill from his pocket. He undresses 
and jumps under the shower as soon as the valet leaves. 
Impatient for his drink, he quickly puts on a bath robe and 
fixes himself a double scotch with lots of ice. Relax on the 
bed he picks up the phone: 
ft Hello... 

0 How may I help you? 
ft Is this Pussycat’s office? 

G Where? Who are you looking for? 
ft I would like to speak with Mss Pussycat. 

G This is Lady Totalwant’s office. How may I help you? 
ft This is Don Juan; I would like to speak with her. 
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0 Lady Totalwant is out of the office, 
ft Will you make me an appointment then? 

G We do not make appointments; neither do we offer 
services over the phone; you must come in the office and 
state your business in person, then someone here may be 
able to help you. 

ft I would be delighted to come in the office but my 
business is only with Pussycat. 

G If the staff member designated to your case is unable 
to help you, we will schedule a day for you to come in early 
and wait your turn. If Lady Totalwant is available and your 
turn comes, you may see her. 

$ 

Don Juan’s arrow has hit a rock but in the past he has 
succeeded in turning around worse situations. He hangs up 
the phone and shuts his eyes. 

$ 

Everything began that melancholy morning. He had been 
called to the central bureau for a top secret mission. He was 
used to being summoned like this. He turned on the ignition 
and headed north on the wet road from Washington DC to 
the central bureau headquarters. The foggy highway was 
empty. The freshness of the trees lining the road made the 


7 



air feel doubly clean. The slight curve of the highway 
concluded in a sharp turn at the end of which a magnificent 
building appeared. It was an impressive scene, distinguished 
even from a distance. The complex ran the width of the car’s 
windshield. The wide highway seemed like a tiny alley 
leading to it. The gray square block structure had an 
extremely modern look. On each corner, a gold-capped 
tower pierced the sky. A gold cross shined at the top of the 
central dome. It had the look and feel of a cathedral but 
unlike any other in the world. The material used in the 
complex was unfamiliar. Opaque windows on all sides didn’t 
allow one to see in. The heavy silence added to the 
building’s glory. He entered quietly. It felt like the first time 
although he had been here many times before. He knew the 
way. Walking through the nave, he realized the dark 
windows were intensely colored stained glass crammed with 
engravings in various shapes and forms. Like translucent 
paintings reflecting the entire world, sacred images from 
ancient religions poured their mesmerizing light across the 
walls. The main hall was an exhibition of prosperity. 
Opportunities fell from the sky and comfort covered the 
earth. He noticed the huge Organ at the end; the choral 
singer’s platform covered in red velvet was built from black 
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mahogany and gold. Attending a formal event here once, he 
had been witnessed the voice from the Organ and choir. The 
sound could be heard across the known world. He entered 
the administrative area. They were waiting for him. The 
usual formal reception followed. The directive was simple: a 
cross - Atlantic mission requiring immediate departure. The 
short meeting was quickly over. He was to leave for 
Westminster right away. All politico - religious activities 
were conducted from Westminster. Something very 
important must be at stake to warrant such haste. The flight 
to London was the usual sad and depressing experience. The 
rain, endless fog and yellow lights fashioned the English 
atmosphere. He needed to hit his usual drinking habit 
before heading to his ultimate destination. The appointment 
was for the early hours of the morning in Westminster. He 
wasn’t sleepy. One loses time when traveling east. He felt 
calm with the first shot and tipsy with the second. He 
glanced over at the newspaper: "After bone-breaking Dark 
Ages-style torture, the prisoner was raped..." But later at the 
hotel, the third double scotch pushed him over and he 
passed out until noon. He arrived at Westminster to find 
everyone anxious. Numerous facsimiles querying his 
whereabouts had been exchanged in his absence. The 
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Cardinal of Canterbury was personally awaiting his arrival. 
The meeting lasted over three hours and resulted in "You 
will go to the land of the world’s most beautiful women. 
Your hostess will..." He was "Don Juan" and didn’t need to 
know more. 

$ 

Due to his oriental ancestry, Don Juan is well versed in 
eastern languages and customs but his information about the 
location of this mission is limited. In the brochure the 
hostess is referred to by many names: Lady Totalwant, Pussy 
Cat, Persian Cat etc. His visa has been obtained and all the 
preparations for his journey are complete but like going 
back in history, traveling to the heart of the orient is always 
more difficult than expected. He catches the first flight out. 
Preferring to lay low and move slow, he kindly rejects an 
offer to stay at the embassy’s guesthouse. 

$ 

The instructions for the mission dances in front of his closed 
eyes as he shifts on the hotel bed: 

"Dear Don Juan, 

Subsequent to deliberations vis-a-vis, your assignment is to 
contact Lady Totalwant to investigate the roots of Nuclear 
Terrorism. All Military and Covert Operation circuits will 
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categorically cooperate. Our prayers are with you. 

Cardinal of Canterbury" 

$ 

The Lady Totalwant’s garden has a ceiling. It is not 
connected to open air. The natural environment however is 
created with naturalistic paintings done by the habitants. 
The days and nights and everything else are artificial. The 
days are getting longer (more hours of electricity); filled with 
the sweet smell of new beginnings. The snow-capped 
mountains glitter in the distance. Spring is here. The sounds 
of spring have filled the atmosphere: the melting snow, the 
running brook, the blossoming flowers, and the breathing 
earth was made on fantastic paintings. The sounds (out of 
loud speaker) make the air even more delicate. The birds 
are returning from their long winter journeys. Edelweiss and 
Pearl flowers are giving way to Jasmine and Fuchsia. Lady 
Totalwant softly embraces the fresh air (from air condition) 
as it flows through every pore of her skin. Pretending to love 
the flowers, she embraces and caresses them in public view. 
Prancing from Edelweiss to Jasmine, she speaks to them, 
kisses them; wishing them radiance with every stroke. She is 
not praying but making love. Love’s truth or falsehood is not 
her concern. The more she loves them, the more the painted 
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flowers fear her. Softly humming a melody, Lady 
Totalwant’sskin stretches with pleasure. A strange sensation 
fills her body. Something trembles in her private parts of her 
body; her whole body quivers as if in anticipation of the first 
encounter of love. She forces her eyes shut as her raised 
eyebrows pull apart her eyelids. A subtle tremor runs 
through her face like electricity: 

A NEW VICTIM MUST BE ON HIS WAY. 

Her throat feels dry and her thighs wet. In her stomach 
something expands and contracts. Every intake of air must 
be filled with love; swallowing the whole world in every 
breath. Restless and anxious, she embraces the spring, feels 
the spreading of roses. The cool breeze tickles her very core. 
Her arms are open to receive the spring but she is unable to 
fully taste its nectar. There is work to be done. The holy 
month of Ramadan approaches and she must prepare for 
the upcoming ceremonies. She sighs sadly at the threshold of 
the Golden shrine. The high-vaulted entryway is covered 
with intricate mirror works. The mirror is arranged on seven 
broken plains, each plain made up of seven smaller pieces, 
and so on. Countless small mirrors arranged in groups of 
seven. The broken mirrors create infinite images but none 
are complete, any complete image facing the mirror 
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instantly shatters into countless broken images. The 
reflected picture depends on the amount of electrical lamps 
which most of the time many of tham shine like sun. Lady 
Totalwant lifts her head in pride. She stares at her own 
image split into seven smaller images...she sees unity in 
plurality; plurality in unity: 

"A plurality that cannot be integrated into 
unity is chaos." 

The old dictator’s adage rings in her mind. A special 
ceremony is coming up. She enters the antiquated house of 
worship. The vast atrium seems boundless. The water filling 
the great baptismal font has no threshold. The large round 
pool reaches her midriff. The inside of the giant bowl is 
smooth; the outside is carved with fantastic mythic figures 
from the ancient faiths of this cradle of creeds. The blue 
tiles symbolizing cool water relieve all yearning and thirst 
like a mirage. The double-domed shrine is legendary across 
the land; it evokes feelings of a calm sanctuary. The 
invisibility of the central minaret allows the domes to play 
the main architectural role. One dome is blue and the other, 
earth-toned. The ornamental tiles on the domes bear the 
most fluid arabesques. Earth is present everywhere. The 
dryness of the land is reflected in the fractured patterns. 
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Below the Earth dome there are seven doors to the circular 
private sanctuary. Water flows through the heart of the 
ancient sun goddess gargoyle that sits solemnly on the white 
stone alter. In the sanctuary below the Earth dome an 
elaborate anniversary spread is laid out. Lady Totalwant is 
the main host. The guests begin to trickle in a few minutes 
after her entrance. They sit in groups of seven around the 
large spread. There is room for every newcomer. The 
occasion for the anniversary dinner is the birthday of the 
Lady of the land. Lady Totalwant is timeless and doesn’t 
know the exact date of her own birthday; consequently, she 
celebrates it on this same day. Some believe the ladies of the 
land celebrate this day as the wedding Lady Totalwant never 
had. The elaborate spread is full of traditional dishes, sweets 
blessed with rose water, nuts, sumptuous rice dishes and 
sweetmeats. Poverty lurks beneath superficial privilege. 
Colorful candles are everywhere. No black is visible; green 
and white glows everywhere. The food is served in white 
china. The spread is decorated with fragrant flowers, white 
jasmine, orange blossoms. The entire place has been washed 
with rose water. A rainbow of colors is reflected in the 
guests’ attire. Women dressed in white, pistachio green, 
peach pink, lemon yellow and sky blue play music, sing, and 
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dance. No one is wearing shoes. Everyone is pure and 
immaculate; Tea and refreshments are being served. The 
guests drink from the large ceremonial caldron of water at 
the center of the spread during the recitation. The host is 
obliged to feed at least seven destitute but according to 
Lady Totalwant the number will be equal to the number of 
the guests. Local guests have come from far and wide, 
dressed in their ethnic and tribal dresses, they glow as they 
sing and dance. Sequin dresses with lace and filigree create 
a rainbow of color as the women move in unison during 
their spiritual songs. Instead of the usual lamentations, 
celebratory tunes of bliss are being played. The women sing 
ethnic, folk and religious songs. A sad mood underlies the 
upbeat tones and rhythm of the songs. Loreign guests are in 
formal brown or navy suits. The attendants, security forces 
in disguise, are in light gray. The official security guards are 
in dark gray uniforms. Mustachioed women guard the 
interior. Men are only allowed to guard the outside of the 
shrine. There are no men or anyone looking like men 
allowed among the guests. Only one person is dressed in 
black with a touch of gold, and that is Lady Totalwant, the 
tyrant sultan of the underworld and sweet sultana of the 
ceremony. Cold and removed, she observes her subordinates 


15 



and oversees the service without moving a finger. The 
servants run to remedy any shortcoming at her slightest 
disgruntled signal. She may offer a nod of approval once in a 
while but more often than not, she finds fault with 
everything. She is unfulfilled and never satisfied. When they 
fail to find a virgin for the final phase of the ceremony, Lady 
Totalwant obliges and takes center stage for the closing rites 
of fortuity. The heavenly event ends with the handing out of 
blessed nuts and sweets. 

$ 

The lavishness of the correspondent is evident from the 
magnificence of the packaging. The letter is hand delivered 
by Her Excellency the Queen’s Madam Ambassador, who 
was directly presented to Lady Totalwant by the Cardinal of 
Canterbury, considered a personal friend of Lady Totalwant, 
who appears familiar with the content of the letter even 
though the envelope is sealed. Upon breaking the seal of the 
large envelope, Lady Totalwant finds a small envelope 
inside carrying the stamp and seal of Don Juan. It is 
addressed with the customary diplomatic references and 
formal titles in beautiful handwritten script. The envelope is 
fragrant and pink. She opens it. On the letter inside, which 
smells of petroleum-derived high - priced perfume, the 
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following is written in ancient script: 

"Sweet Pussycat, 

I apologize for not writing a formal letter. Let me see you. 
In return, you too will see me! 

Love, 

Don Juan" 

Her heart skips a beat. This is the first time a high ranking 
emissary has taken the liberty to address her so brazenly. 
Letters from the deprived lower classes never reach her; a 
designated clerk deals with those. She thanks the 
ambassador with a smile and promises to respond as soon as 
possible. After the conclusion of the anniversary banquet 
and seeing off the guests, she heads to the temple. She 
begins with the purification rites then stands in supplication. 
She concludes her veneration with a prayer asking for divine 
guidance; a decision must be made. With a bit of help, the 
oracle’s response is positive. The path is clear; her response 
to Don Juan must be affirmative. This makes her happy. 

$ 

The office manager personally types up the letter: 

"Dear Sir, 

Your letter received audience. Your request has been 
granted. You are expected at Lady Totalwant’s office on 
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Friday at 6 a.m." 

Don Juan is an early riser but 6 a.m. on a weekend? It won’t 
be easy but he accepts without complaint. He arrives exactly 
on time Friday morning. It’s cold and dark. His body shivers 
from the cold. Refusing to enter the parking lot, the cab 
driver stops on the street and drops him off outside the walls 
of complex far from the building, as if he knows something 
about this building he prefers not to reveal. Don Juan steps 
out of the car and quickly climbs down the 33 hellish steps 
after 33 chapters of Dante’s Inferno hell. The complex has 
no gate or guard; anyone could easily walk in. In fact, many 
rascals do. The down slope of the grounds sharpens 
exponentially with every step, adding more speed to his 
stride. He finds himself in front of the building, a bit shaken. 
It is still dark even though according to his watch it is 
morning. He can’t breathe; the indescribable majesty of the 
stone monument is suffocating. While the structure is larger 
than any other in the known world, the doorway feels like 
the opening to a crypt, terrifyingly low and narrow. The 
portal bears the inscription: 

"Abandon All Hopes, Ye Who Enter Here" 

Perhaps the difficult entry is a practical warning. It requires 
a bent and crooked body. He has no trouble with the 
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crooked part! The excitement of reaching the point of no 
return fills his body. He steps into the darkness; it takes time 
for his eyes to become used to it. Unlike the nippy weather 
outside, it is warm inside. The hot air exudes a slight beam 
of light. He can hear something burning in the distance, 
sounds of torture and interrogation, the moaning of a distant 
prisoner in solitary. The unpleasant punishing atmosphere 
casts a shadow of doubt on the mission; perhaps he should 
wait. He takes a step back. Presently an unfamiliar harsh 
perfume fills the air as a mellifluous feminine voice 
welcomes him. 

G This way, please. You are expected. 

Don Juan stares at her without moving. Through the 
darkness she appears beautiful, alluring. He must follow her. 
G I am one of Her Majesty’s assistants; I will direct you 
to her office. 

Don Juan follows. In the hallway, the guide takes his hand 
engulfing his body with the warmth of her soft skin. The 
floor is sloped down at a progressively sharp angle. They 
quickly arrive at the door at the end of the hallway. The 
guide stops. The distant cries have now grown louder. 

G There is no turning back after this. The path is one 
way from here on. Some religions are one way street. You 
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enter? You can not exit. Going out confront with capital 

punishment. 

ft Some religions? 

G OK. One. The one who rules here. 

Intoxicated by the guide’s soft fragrant skin and oblivious to 
passing the point of NO RETURN, Don Juan reaches for 
the guide’s fiery silken body and mindlessly says: 
ft Let us continue 

G You yourself must open all the doors. 

Don Juan turns to the door, the sign written in large hostile 
script reads, "Entering?! You will not exit!" Quickly, he 
opens the door and enters. The door immediately closes 
behind him and disappears like a decrepit sound. Don Juan 
realizes he is alone; the guide did not follow him in. The 
darkness makes him doubt whether there ever was a guide; 
did he imagine it all? He looks behind him; there is no door; 
only a sign on the wall that says: 

'You did you burn all your bridges, so don’t look back." 
Don Juan examines his surroundings. He is standing in a 
lavishly decorated round foyer that seems to encircle the 
main hall. There seem to be several entrances and exits. 
Instead of a chandelier the ceiling has holes that reflect 
distant blazing lights. It is darker and warmer here. He 
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continues on: pacing the circumference of the foyer several 
times. He knows he is walking around the main auditorium 
but has lost count and all sense of time. The doors appear to 
be covered with symbolic inscriptions. He must have seen 
symbols from over seventy-two nations and walked over a 
thousand feet but he has only come across seven doors. 
There is a guard in front of each door; seven identical 
demonic guards: old, gaunt, thinning beard; yellow decaying 
teeth, bulging eyes, patchy frizzy hair, repulsive breath, 
hideous. Extremely nosy but quiet. The sound of tormented 
wailing is incessant. No one has threatened him but it is 
getting late and he must choose an entrance. He puts his 
hand on a door handle. It opens automatically; closes as 
soon as he steps in then disappears behind him. He reaches 
back only to find a stone wall where the door used to be. 
Ahead, the lighting shifts precariously granting minimal 
visibility. He has entered the main hall. The diameter of the 
circle must be over a thousand feet. The walls are made of 
the most poisonous cinnabar; the molten mercury sulfide 
rocks is most toxic mineral and are responsible for this heat. 
Don Juan does not want to remove his tie and jacket on his 
first formal meeting but the air is scorching hot like the 
desert on Resurrection Day. Even there, it would be 
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possible to find a cold drink, he amuses. The thought of a 
frosty tall one melts his entire being. There is only one chair 
at the center of the auditorium; a swivel chair. The shadows 
don’t allow him to see if anyone is sitting there or if the 
command center has been left unattended. The chair is 
encircled by a large black desk housing numerous switches, 
microphones, and electronic appliances. It looks more like 
the deck of a spaceship. Various images are displayed on 
the close-circuit video screens hanging above. From there 
the master proprietor could easily keep an eye on the entire 
empire without being seen. Nothing can happen without her 
knowledge. The ever changing images reveal every nook and 
cranny in hell. The air is filled with their light and sound. 
The smell of deceit fills the air; the smell of Marketing with 
world-wide distribution. Don Juan realizes he is not carrying 
any recording or documentation device, although writing 
ranks favorably among his specialties. Wait, is that a natural 
pen in his trousers or is he just excited to be here and see 
the sexy lady?! No, there don’t seem to be any writing 
implements in the room. The floor is on a downward slope 
towards the center and he can’t move in any other direction. 
Suddenly! What does he see? Down below, something glows 
above the chair in the center. A vial of golden ink appears 
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sitting on top of the darkness like a throne, blinking like 
stars in the desert sky. He feels compelled to dip his pen 
into the gold. He has a feeling he is dealing with the 
publishing industry; a publisher with exactly the right 
resources printing fake money notes. Reaching for his 
implement, he descends to the center with determination, as 
if it were the center of the world. The strong smell of 
Tincture and Opium, the medicine and poison of the Orient, 
float around him. The swivel chair turns. The gold 
disappears. In the depth of the darkness, he recognizes the 
supreme beauty sitting on the chair. Exquisitely alluring, she 
possesses the type of familiar beauty striking in both men 
and women. It would be impossible to guess her age; 
ancient, yet youthful. Tall and slim, she gives off an air of 
extreme intelligence. Long stylish hair adorns her triangular 
face: a broad forehead rests above eyebrows resembling an 
ancient warrior’s bow; soft high cheekbones frame her 
voluptuous lips. It is impossible to decipher the true color of 
her large piercing eyes in this darkness; they seem to change 
color every moment. Don Juan is utterly mesmerized by 
Lady Totalwant’s irresistible beauty; he is fully invested in 
her hidden charms. Lady Totalwant appears to be reading 
his letter of credence. Without lifting her head, she says in a 
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dry formal voice: 

0 Welcome. 

ft Felicitations upon Your Majesty from my various 
sovereign states. Formally, the goal of my mission is to 
become acquainted with your realm and your Majesty’s 
wishes. 

G What a surprise! 

ft Indeed. This is precisely why I, your knight in shining 
armor, have been entrusted with this delicate and honorable 
mission. 

G To properly accomplish this mission, you must 
familiarize yourself with our land and become accustomed 
to our way of life. Carefully observe the chain of change; 
unwinding one ring at a time; twisted like a serpent in a 
twisted world. 

ft Astounding! But if you deem it necessary, I will 
comply. 

G There is historic precedence. The judicious main 
minister of Seljuq Dynasty: Khowja Nizam, who would 
similarly send his missionaries far and wide prior to granting 
their wish, 
ft I am ready. 

G You shall begin with a journey to the depths of myth 
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and history. You will be guided by one of our main 
confidants and ringleaders. You may find your answer at the 
very first stop. 

At the end of her sentence Lady Totalwant lifts her gaze 
ever so briefly to sneak a peak at Don Juan, and then she 
turns away. 

Don Juan bows. The hostess’ intelligence and cunning shines 
through. Lie realizes his initial information may be 
inadequate to complete this mission; in a way, he had 
underestimated his opponent. It is too late now; he is on his 
own. 

A door different from the entrance has opened; he walks 
through it. He cannot recognize the doors but the inscription 
above reads: "Don’t Look Back." He understands that like 
exiting a labyrinth he is still stuck inside one. 
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Who rises like a column of smoke in the desert 
Fragrant with all perfumes of the word? 
Songs of Solomon 


Lucifer 

Self-delusion is Contentment 

He dislikes traveling by helicopter this time. It doesn’t feel 
stable in any direction. He anticipates an unpleasant event 
although there have been none in the past. His mind is hazy, 
as if he was given some drug to smoke, drink or eat. The 
helicopter keeps moving up and down but doesn’t seem to 
actually go forward; the outside view changes completely 
each time it goes up and down. If he had to sum up the 
journey, he would estimate that the fall has by far exceeded 
the rise. Is he crashing? He can’t recall how many times he 
has crashed before. Numbers are lost in the dark and long 
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road of history. Every rise lifts him to the gates of heaven 
and every fall to the deepest dungeons of hell. The pale sky 
belies its darkness amplifying the deceit of the night, or is it 
day? Nothing can be seen clearly in this darkness. The rotor 
of the helicopter cuts through the natural whistling of the 
wind with its artificial shriek. In the distance, a wide-winged 
eagle circles the air aimlessly lost in its rise. Fear and anxiety 
beat the air like a drum. The sky’s dark purple, remains of 
bloody centuries and the dust and smoke of ages past are 
reflected on Don Juan’s face. He knows not, knows not that 
knows not. He is under the influence, drugged by the 
elements of security. In its ultimate move, the helicopter 
must rise to plummet on the heights of the land of ruin. Don 
Juan observes the makings of history. Mythic stone columns 
present the endless secrets of vast ancient palaces. He 
descends to the depths. A thousand times lower than his 
previous heights, so low as if he has reached the earth’s 
center. Taking his place on the dark seat of History is done 
as uncomfortably as a misunderstanding. He has landed in 
the lower depths of the underworld. Groggy and confused, 
he exits the helicopter tired and out of breath. His first 
impression is - high, the height of the columns, the height of 
the throne, the height of Pride. The stony overhang of a 
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cave is visible. He struggles to reach the cave through the 
thrashing wind. He has to bends over to his waist to enter. 
The silhouette of a beautiful lady emerges in the darkness of 
the cinnabar shadows, a perfect princess. She is wrapped in 
delicate purple chiffon and lace adorned with endless skirts 
that dance in the wind and never touch the ground. 

G I am Lucifer. I was told you are coming. 

ft Hello, beautiful lady. I am Don Juan. You may call me 

anything you wish. 

G I know you. My friends call me Cherrypuss. 

ft Delighted to meet you. I’ve been sent to further our 

acquaintance. 

G I know. In fact, I have been expecting you. 
ft I am my nation’s highest-ranking official. 

G Everyone calls themselves 'highest" these days, 
ft None are as high as me. 

G I suppose this seems low comparatively, 
ft Certainly not to you. 

G No one can claim the highest point where eagles’ 
feathers float. 

ft Where is this, the lowest of the heights? 

G I would have refused to welcome you had you said the 
highest of the low. 
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His eyes gradually adapt to the darkness and make out the 
ancient dry-river. Lined up on both sides is dry narcissus 
bending to stare at their own thirsty reflection in the 
non-existent water. Narcissus-like behavior fills the air. 
ft What is to be done 

0 See this place, 

ft For what purpose? 

G This is a command and the commands of this land are 

not to be questioned. 

Don Juan adds a touch of masculine charm to his gaze as he 
invitingly softens his posture to say: 
ft We could of course do something sweeter, and more 
important. 

G Everything in its own time, 
ft I am impatient. 

G Let’s go. 

They walk together. A small flower has bloomed in the 
hellish dryness. Lucifer picks it. The path outside is deep 
and tall on both sides. Don Juan feels like a tiny mosquito. 
Bottomless canyons; mountains, columns, and pillars so tall 
their top is invisible. The unending howling of the wind flogs 
its way through the endless columns on the mountain crest. 
The opulence of the grand palace tells a thousand stories as 
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reverberations of unbearable cries reach the skies. He walks 
to the first column. 

C* As you can see, the perimeter of this column is at least 
twelve steps. 

ft No cuts in the stone. So tall! 

G Its sky-reaching heights have withstood the erosion of 
centuries of wind, fire and rain, 
ft What of these forms and figures? 

G The carvings on these stones tell of ancient tales and 
wisdom. 

$ 

Tales written on the wind and gone with the wind. 
Cherrypuss tells tales and more tales and shows this palace 
and that city and this nation and that occupied land and this 
feat and that glory and this honor and...never-ending tales of 
pride that leave Don Juan dumbfounded by the infinity of 
history and myth. The tall tales waste away time like the 
wind. The passing of time is forgotten in the fierce storm. 
Time’s chariot rides the wind at full gallop. Cherrypuss is 
exhausted and her breathing is numbered. Don Juan falls to 
the ground dusty and sweaty, 
ft What is that river 
G It’s dry. 
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ft What is it called? 

G River of Deceit. 

ft Why were you assigned this task? 

G For my name, 

ft Lucifer? 

For the first time, Cherrypuss throws an inviting look at Don 
Juan. His heart drowns in the depths of her gaze. Don Juan 
wets his lips and says: 
ft What do you make of this 
G You know the story best. 

ft Lucifer the archangel of heavens considers himself the 
superior angel and demands to be prostrated to. Indeed, 
Lucifer who is the highest-ranking angel requires the other 
angels to bow down to him. The other angels refuse and 
complain to the boss. The boss becomes angry and throws 
Lucifer and his followers out of heaven. Expelling pride 
from heaven may be the most significant incision of heaven. 
G So much blood was shed, 
ft Does your version of the story differ? 

G Aye. 
ft Tell me. 

G I dislike my version, 

ft Share the real version. 
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G I must read from the book, 
ft Agreed. 

G It will tire you. 
ft No matter. 

G Tell me when you tire, 
ft Continue. 

Lucifer shifts her tearful eyes over to the book but begins to 
read without opening it. 
ft You know it by heart then. 

G Too frequently reviewed to be otherwise, 
ft Continue. 

G It has been said that the Earth was created in two 
days. 

ft Before the creation of the Earth, whence did the 
meaning of Day come? 

G No one knows. 

Cherrypuss looks at Don Juan remonstratively. 
ft Forgive me. Please continue. 

G He created the mountains and the seas on Earth. He 
created the living beings and appropriated their food to four 
courses. Then he created the sky from a fiery gas. 
ft How is it possible to create the contents of the Earth 
before creating the sky? 


32 



G I don’t know. No one knows. We are not supposed to 
know. This is the realm of faith not knowledge, 
ft Please go on. 

G After creating the sun and the moon and the earth and 
the sky, and conquering their mechanism, he created the 
angels to eternally praise him and declare his name sacred, 
ft Is this in fact why the angels were created? 

G Pay attention to the rest of the story. Henceforth, he 
decided to create Man and his offspring, so they may live on 
earth and work towards its prosperity. Then he notified the 
angels and informed us of his decision to create another 
creature to procreate and spread around the earth, draw up 
from its earthly resources and live in groups and protect the 
earth. 

ft He must have loved the earth. 

G All heavenly beings are infatuated with earthly 
calamities. 

ft Never expected this story to hit such golden lode. 

G It is thus. 

ft Then he knew the creature was created to live on 
earth not in heavenly gardens? 

G Aye. 

ft But he considered it a punishment? 
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0 Aye. 

ft Please continue. 

G The angels were unaware of the secrets of creation 
and dominion, consequently the invention of additional 
beings left a bad taste in our mouth. We had heard that 
man’s piety and devotion was inferior to ours and assumed 
his creation was in response to our failure to accomplish our 
tasks. Many quickly began to present their defense thus: we 
continuously consecrate and praise God, then why is it your 
will to the create another? Is it your wish for these new 
creatures to compete in using the earth’s resources and 
marred by conflict turn to corruption and bloodshed ruining 
pure and innocent lives? 
ft You knew even then? 

G Yes. 

ft Inconceivable. 

G It is the truth. 

ft Was this the prediction of those days or the hindsight 
knowledge of these? 

G The helpless cannot help offending the powerful, 
ft It is to be expected; the book is more recent than 
Creation. At any rate, please continue. 

G In response to our bewilderment, we were told there is 
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a secret in creation. There is wisdom in Man’s dominion on 
Earth which shall remain hidden from us. 
ft You were there? 

G I was among the first to be cast out. 
ft How did he conclude it all? 

G He created man’s body of baked clay, then breathed 
life and spirit into him, and turned on his thought faculties 
and senses. Then shone the light of the river of knowledge 
and wisdom upon him; he became aware of the secrets of 
the other beings. Then he commanded all angels to 
prostrate in veneration to him. 
ft The stories seem similar. 

G Yes but a difficult test was presented, 
ft To whom? 

G He brought forth all his creation and demanded that 
we utter their names and secrets of being. We did not know 
as he had not told us. But he had taught Man. 
ft Seems dishonest. 

G Yes. Lie and deceit is the root of all evil. Yet this is the 
evil he committed, 
ft Then? 

G He asked Man to explain that which the angels failed 
to accomplish so they would comprehend Man’s superior 
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intelligence and praiseworthiness, 
ft This trial was rigged. 

G After this deceit, he commanded all angels including 
those closest to him, even our Father, to acknowledge Man’s 
superior position and prostrate before him. All angels 
accepted with humility and modesty grinding their forehead 
to the floor as they prostrated before Man, except our 
Father who refused to bow down, 
ft Who is this father you speak of? 

G The same whose court you were sent from, 
ft I was expecting you to say mother. 

G You might see it yoursrf. 
ft Continue. 

G Our Father, who was first next of kin, rejected the 
command out of pride and belief in the hierarchy of the 
righteous. He refused to prostrate and joined the ranks of 
the infidels. 

ft What did they say to him? 

G They asked our Father his reason for refusing to 
prostate before Man. Have you become so selfish and see 
yourself superior? 
ft What did he say? 

G Father knew he is of superior race and purer essence, 
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that no one equals him in power and position, and so he 
said: I am of luminescent fire and Adam of dull clay. He is 
undeserving of my prostration, 
ft Luminescent fire? 

0 Father was punished for his insubordination and 
discharged from his imminence. "Leave the line of 
believers!" He was ordered, "You are cast out from the 
fortress and shall be damned and cursed until kingdom 
come." 

ft Had Hell been built then? 

G Father was burning with a sense of injustice and 
treachery; he requested to be permitted to live until 
Judgment Day. They acquiesced, "You shall have respite 
until that certain day and that known time." 
ft Clever! 

G Father was smart and quickly learned to fie. 
ft How? 

G Once his wish was granted he refused to acknowledge 
his blessings and rejected the kindness. "As you misled me, 
so shall I mislead Adam and his offspring. You shall not find 
them grateful henceforth," he said, 
ft Such invaluable contribution! 

G They drove Father out of the fortress in disgrace and 
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humiliation. His children, disciples and loyal friends followed 
as well. 

ft Anything more 

G They allowed him to ride the chariot of deceit to 
attack man and make him proud, 
ft And you 

G They established this hell for our punishment. 

At this point, Cherrypuss pauses. For some time, she had 
closed the book and focused her gaze on an invisible point 
in the distance. Somewhat touched, Don Juan murmurs: 
ft You sound as if you have monopolized the world’s evil 
but cardinal sins are not limited to this. 

G All cardinal sins flow from the same water-hole. Pride 
has been called the deadliest of all vices; it is the five star 
grand General of all sins; the first punishable sin in the 
world. All other sins can be attributed to Pride and 
explained through it. 
ft It is difficult to believe. 

G Lust is pride in sexual prowess. Envy is desiring the 
pride of other’s. Wrath is being proud of hatred. Sloth is 
being proud of needlessness. The conservative is too proud 
to consider chance or feel a need for it; he is content with 
the past. Greed is pride in possessiveness; and Gluttony, 
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pride in consumption. 

ft In the name of the one you love, stop. 

G It has been a long time since I loved anyone, 
ft I am too tired to continue. 

C* Let us rest. 


They both sit. For a long time neither speaks. Only 
half-awake, Don Juan struggles to retain the information. 
Finally, he begins to speak: 

ft What did He say that you also avoid uttering His 
name? 

G Corruption originated with Him. The lord and master 
of the Garden Above is in fact the embodiment of pride, 
ft It is hard to accept. 

G He spoke thus: Greatness and Pride are unique to me. 
Anyone who attempts to rival me in these shall be thrown to 
flames. Only I deserve to receive the submission of my 
dominion in return for the gifts I bestow upon them, 
ft Irreverent preachers have often said to never let 
arrogance and pride come between you and common folk. 
Never walk this land in conceit. Chosen are the modest who 
exercise humility on this earth. Reject vanity and pride, for 
in vain will be the temptation to crack the earth and thou 
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shall never surpass the pride of the mountain peaks. 

$ 

A furious storm shuts out their voices. The two friends, 
alone and vulnerable, begin to walk away helplessly. 

$ 

Sounds from the distance get louder as they approach. 
Intermittent sounds, like corn popping on fire, some louder 
than others. Don Juan looks at the stage: 
ft What are those 
G Bubbles. 

ft What kind of bubbles? 

G The kind that makes this noise when it pops, 
ft I must know more. 

G Let us approach. 

They reach the bubbles. Colorful bubbles. Small and large. 
Like soap bubbles. Floating in space. Within each bubble 
sits a human, drunk with vanity and pride. Each bubble 
represents his entire world. Each human is the center of that 
world; the core and radius of his own domain; a proud man 
sitting in the heart of the universe. The greatness of his 
world is an extension of the man’s thoughts. He claims 
ownership, a pivotal role but also divinity. The bubble 
progressively swells and ultimately bursts. 
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ft What is the remedy for all this suffering? 

G Blame. But where have the blamers disappeared to? 
ft Blamers? Those who never speak of "me"? 

G They never say me or us; the self-effacing ones who 
beat up on themselves and hold themselves back, 
ft Disrupting progress. 

G They never speak of moving forward. 

ft I expected you to propose contempt as the cure for 

vanity and arrogance. 

G Contempt is as big a sin as pride. It is simply the other 

side of the same coin. 

ft Won’t even the arts heal this pain? 

G Many artists celebrate themselves through interviews 
and ostentatious events. Narcissism, ego-centrism, and 
megalomania are the various stages of this disease. 
Haughtiness means self - grandiosity and leads to the 
annihilation of all forces. 

$ 

Lying down faced up on the heights of the depths of 
abjectness, Don Juan is breathless and confused. A vent in 
the ground protects him from the storm and the harrowing 
winds. Next to him, Cherrypuss lets her hair flow in the 
winds. Their hearts glow with mutual understanding. Don 
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Juan reaches for Cherrypuss’ hand; Cherrypuss is open. Don 
Juan draws her neck close; Cherrypuss is weightless. Don 
Juan embraces her. All is visible through the close circuit 
camera system reflected on the projection screen in Lady 
Totalwant’s command center. Lady Totalwant waves her 
head in dismay and switches off the key. Defying the laws of 
physics, the storm engulfs Don Juan and Cherrypuss lifting 
them off the ground. Twisting in a thunderous column, the 
storm separates their intertwined bodies. It pounds Lucifer 
to the depths of the caves of abjectness in one global swing 
then carries off Don Juan farther and farther and farther. 
Gradually, the storm quiets down and respectfully lands the 
honorable guest on the ground in the land of the next mortal 
sin. 
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I disrobed, how will I dress 
Songs of Solomon 


Asmodeus 

Adultery is Salvation 

Hot hurricanes are common this time of the year. Particles 
circle the air in slow motion. One tiny black particle stands 
out high in the sky; it approaches the ground slowly as the 
dust storm settles down. He is not injured, just unconscious. 
Time passes in timelessness. Don Juan opens his eyes. He 
has lost all sense of time, doesn’t recognize his surroundings; 
doesn’t recall the hurricane. Looking around, he struggles to 
see but it is dark and difficult to discern any thing. He finds 
himself surrounded by typical vacation spots: blue waves 
splashing into white sandy beaches, molten rocks from the 
nearby volcano sparkle in the water. Once before in another 
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deep blue night he had witnessed this astonishing 
phenomenon along the Pacific Ocean. Like a little boy, he 
forgets all about being tired and begins to jump around in 
joy and play with the water and fire. From a distance he 
notices the lady of the land, quivering lustfully as if 
connected to a steady stream of electricity which draws 
everyone in the world to her. The lady of the land is busy 
with the daily tasks of her domain, unhappily pulling out a 
newly blossomed flower. Mesmerized, Don Juan walks 
toward the beautiful lady. The barely clad angel sways 
toward him. 
ft Hello. 

G I am Asmodeus. 

ft You are breathtakingly beautiful. I am speechless! 

G Are you sure you are seeing properly in this darkness? 
ft When it comes to beautiful women, I don’t need eyes. 
With a subtle gesture, the sweet lady orders a special drink 
to be brought in for Don Juan, to quench his thirst and 
relieve his mind and spirit. 

G You can call me Coralpuss. 

Coralpuss’ bare shoulders make Don Juan swoon. He is 
completely focused on her figure, ignoring everything else. 
As if hypnotized, he approaches her blindly. Breathless, 
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trembling, he can see her beautiful elements but is unable to 
discern the details. With his extensive experience, he never 
expected to lose control so easily with the opposite sex but 
he has been turned into a teenager. Coralpuss’ body is 
engulfed by a wave rolling over her throbbing skin, opening 
and closing her, driving currents of electricity through her 
entire body making her firm breasts quiver with excitement. 
Don Juan has never encountered such a being. He is 
sweating profusely as he watches Coralpuss. Every gland in 
his body is boiling, he can no longer resist the urge to draw 
Coralpuss close, and she reciprocates. Their bodies twist and 
turn, the dance of desire begins. Then Coralpuss whispers in 
his ear: 

G I know you want it, as you must. I do too but not now, 
not here. We shall arrive at the appropriate place at the end 
of the dance. 

Don Juan is unable to speak. In his arms he holds the 
essence of lust, the personification of desire, the queen of 
this forbidden land. He wished for this for so long, to feel 
the pleasures of the body as if for the first time. Tired of the 
abundance of sex, tired of the knowing, he arrived at 
unknowing in the depths of hell. 

Don Juan’s mastery and Coralpuss’ weightlessness create an 


45 



otherworldly experience evocative of the moon approaching 
Venus. Never in his wildest dreams did he imagine finding 
such lascivious gift in the underworld. In the darkness, a 
giant rainbow forms a crown above their head. Gazing at the 
sky, Don Juan says: 
ft A rainbow in the dark sky? 

G A promise of safekeeping. 

Gradually, as his eyes adjust to the darkness, Don Juan 
notices the unbearable heat exuding from the volcanic rocks 
under the sea. On top of the stones, naked bodies of men 
and women sway to the ebb and flow of the waves, not in 
ecstasy, rather a dance of agony. To the other side, across 
the sea, there is a line up of stores, cafes and other tourist 
attractions. Their pale blue lights promise joy and good 
cheer to the carefree passersby. Establishments specializing 
in the pleasures of the night offer their services, stores 
selling tools of delight, galleries displaying images not of the 
unseen, but of the unspeakable. Through steam-covered 
windows, the sickly pale light inside the stores reveals 
ongoing activity: in one window, a man and a woman; a 
woman with two men, in another; two men and a woman in 
one; two men together in another; two women together to 
one side; a woman pleasuring herself on the other side; and 
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a man doing the same. Every story openly displayed in the 
endless windows: the young, the old, incest, pedophiles, sex 
with animals; each reaching ecstasy according to their own 
pleasures: masochists in one window and sadists in another. 
Every window displays unique merchandise. Steam rises off 
the cobblestoned town square. And as far as the eye can see, 
there are naked men and women swaying, not in ecstasy, 
rather in a dance of agony. And the dance continues as the 
earth revolves. Walking on the hot cobblestones, Don Juan’s 
foot touches something slimy. A serpent wraps around his 
leg before he has a chance to step back. The serpent 
reaches to Coralpuss and grabs her from behind, bringing 
them close as he envelopes the two. The serpent takes a 
whiff of their nape then exhales his venomous breath before 
rising above their head to reach the forbidden fruit calling to 
him from a nearby tree. Don Juan is lost in Coralpuss; there 
is no room for any other feeling. He is not turned off by the 
serpent, nor does he feel the influence of his narcotic poison 
which has changed the overall atmosphere of the night. Don 
Juan is numbed by the agony of the voices, the heat of the 
cobblestones, and the fear prevailing around him. He does 
not sense the narcotic effects of the serpent’s breath, or the 
breath itself. Twisting and turning, the naked men and 
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women dance to the deep wetness of the sea. With every 
wave, their bodies sway like ocean coral as barracudas swim 
about and clutch their tender stems. Sounds of shoddy music 
and worthless lyrics are heard from the warden’s room. 
Whipping through them are stern sounds of torture and 
cries of the tormented. The hypnotic lullaby of the waves 
dissects through the noise and creates a cacophony of music. 
The world is steeped in sound but the ear has lost its 
sensitivity to it. A dry riverbed stands in contrast to 
everything else. 

ft What is the name of this dry riverbed 
G River of Deceit, 

ft Is this your entire world? 

G Never! 

ft You mean there is more? 

G Aye. 

ft Please explain 

G It may seem like preaching. 

ft At least tell me where did all this begin? 

G It all began with the naked man and woman in the 

Garden Above, 
ft How? 

G I wish you would read the Book and stop asking so 
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many questions. 

ft I am not one for reading books; I learn by listening. 
Tell me your story. 

G After casting us out, they shifted their focus to Adam. 
They put him and his wife in Heaven and told him to 
remember that he is a superior creation and the angels have 
prostrated before him. 
ft Adam must have been ecstatic. 

G He was but then other things happened, 
ft Like what 

G They told him, "Adam! Because of you, we banished 
nonbelievers from Heaven. Heaven is eternal. This 
everlasting home shall be your reward if you abide by the 
rules, but if you disobey, you shall be cast out. Remember! 
Lucifer is your enemy and your consort, be aware of his 
deception." 

ft Identification accomplished. 

G Aye. Adam and his wife were allowed to enjoy the 
fruits of Heaven in comfort and safety. Everything was 
available to them except one particular fruit which was 
prohibited Apple Idea, 
ft The fruit of lust? 

G To ensure there was no confusion about which fruit is 
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prohibited, the tree was pointed out and clearly marked, 
ft What was their reward for resisting lust? 

0 They were told they would not experience hunger, 
thirst, poverty or pain in heaven. 

ft Inadequacy, avarice, disparity. These are the 
challenges of the benevolent. Obviously, an arrangement 
doomed for failure. What happened next 
G Adam entered Heaven. He used all that pleased him, 
wandering in the garden, resting in the shade, picking 
flowers and enjoying the sweet fruits, drinking the refreshing 
waters. His spouse was there as well and together they 
bene fitted from the gifts of Heaven. The river of bliss flowed 
upon them and they were content, 
ft Didn’t they get bored? 

G Of course they did. I didn’t expect such a question 
from you. 

ft Then why did they blame others for their sins? 

G We weren’t blameless, 
ft In what way? 

G Father was furious with the comfort Adam and his wife 
enjoyed. He was intent on destroying their happiness and 
depriving them of the riches of Heaven. The easiest sin to 
seduce Adam with was Lust but Adam had been forbidden 
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to touch that tree. Father needed a way to deceive Adam 
into disobeying the rules. 

ft The details of this step have always eluded me. 

G I accomplished this task. 

ft Unbelievable! I always thought it was accomplished by 
a male. 

G First of all, what difference does it make? Secondly, 
don’t believe everything you see. Maybe you are seeing an 
androgynous person. Maybe the world is being ruled by 
hermaphrodites. 

$ 

ft I am anxious to hear the rest of the story. 

G Father had been identified and could not be directly 
involved. Consequently, I was selected for the job. To 
deceive Adam and his wife, I secretly entered Heaven and 
pretended to be a caring friend to Adam and counseled him 
with valuable advice. I told them the real reason behind the 
prohibited fruit was that it would turn them into angels who 
could live in Heaven for ever, 
ft In that boring dump? 

G I further lured them to the fruit by singing its praises, 
its incomparable color and aroma, its unforgettable taste, 
ft Was this your first time? 
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G Their sense of lust had not developed yet and the fruit 
was necessary to start them off. 

ft Of course, it is the credulous that create the deceitful. 
G Finally, I tempted Adam and his wife with my beautiful 
words and misled them to the tree, 
ft I know the rest; you can sum up. 

G ffence Adam and Eve disobeyed the rules and were 
cast out of Heaven and forever deprived of its blessings. 
They were commanded to live on earth as enemies, 
ft Please stop. The rest is common knowledge and quite 
trivial. 

$ 

Coralpuss falls silent, constrained by an arrangement of her 
own making. Don Juan is calm. 

ft The garden above must have been really boring. How 
can one live without lust? 

Gazing at him sweetly, Coralpuss silences Don Juan by softly 
placing her hand over his lips then she whispers: 

G Quiet. You don’t know. 

ft I may keep quiet in Lucifer’s case. I am not sure if he 
was really banished or simply arranged to leave because of 
the dreary life style. But how can I keep quiet about Adam? 
G It is said that Adam committed a mortal sin. 


52 



ft The sin of survival? 

0 And what follows as a result, 
ft Which is what? 

G The sin with the most variety. 

$ 

Don Juan is quiet. None of the past excitement remains. He 
floats in a sea of thought and dances fern-like within its 
tempestuous waves. Coralpuss leaves him be and tends to 
the daily tasks of her land. Don Juan rises from the depths 
of chilling water and molten rocks to scream: 
ft Any place undeserving of Adam and Satan is too 
boring. I much rather live in this hell than that tedious place. 
Covered in darkness, Coralpuss sweetly seals Don Juan’s 
mouth: 

G Silence. Lust is the pivotal sin, the core of evil, 
ft You too? 

G In addition to everything else, Lust is also 
exaggeration. 

ft And how does that work? 

G Pride is lust for superiority. Envy is the lust for 
ownership. Wrath is nothing but lust for revenge. Sloth is 
excessive avoidance and a lust for abstinence. Greed is 
lusting after money and power. And Gluttony is the same as 
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incessant lust. 

ft There must be a cure. 

G The cure for lust is chastity but needless to say we are 
inevitably descendants of the sinful and ignorant of the 
whereabouts of the chaste, 
ft Where have the chaste gone, indeed? 

G Obsessive desires aside, why must we always look at 
the negative side 

ft Perhaps there is no positive side. 

G There is. The need to be accepted and acknowledged 
by others. 

ft Which is rooted in lust for life and makes life exciting. 

$ 

They notice the skyscraper in the distance as they approach 
dancing. It is two large global structures on either side of a 
tall tower. Don Juan follows Coralpuss inside. The elders 
immediately stand as they enter. The loudspeaker 
announces the arrival of Coralpuss and her special guest. 
Everyone sings in unison: 

Coralpuss! Coralpuss! Coralpuss! 

The endless rows of pussy-shaped seats made of soft black 
velvet fill the hall. Special sermons are delivered for the 
newcomers to the temple. Don Juan loves the seats. 
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Coralpuss leaves him alone with the sermons. Loud fusion 
music is heard, played by all the instruments in history. A 
naked priest voicing all the voices in history delivers sermons 
of lust and sings humorous verses that intermingle with the 
sound of the waves, flogging and tortured cries. The priest 
started preaching; praises Coralpuss and begins to 
sermoni z e: 

Sisters! Brothers! Friends of this time and place! 

Everyone cries, Amen! 

Asmodeus! 

Amen. 

Coralpuss! 

Amen. 

The masses fall silent for a moment then cry in unison: 

Coralpuss, Coralpuss, Coralpuss! 

The serpent of lust slithers over the priest’s body and 
spreads his poisonous narcotic breath in the air. The priest 
continues: 

Blessed are the sinful 
For the Kingdom of ffell below 
Belongs to them. 

Amen 

Blessed are those who ate the forbidden fruit 
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For they chose the only true pleasure 
Instead of empty promises and hot air 
They demanded the pure pleasures of the flesh 

Amen 

Blessed are the libertines 

For they assist Coralpuss 
Amen 

Blessed are the sodomites 

For they are Lady Totalwant’s premiere circle of friends 

Amen 

Blessed are the disgraced 
For they are the chosen companions 
Amen 

Blessed are the intimate 
For they have had occasion for copulation 
Amen 
$ 

Feeling warm and giddy, Asmodeus grabs her we 11-trained 
serpent for a melodious dance and sings: 

O’ friends of this night and place 
Engage in adultery 
It is very refreshing 
Amen 
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0’ Mends of this night and place 
Do not waste time 
Come forth 

These divine arms are open to receive you 
Obey, Obey and enter 
0’ Mends of this night and place 
Place indecent men and women 
Upon your head like a crown 
For they calm the soul and revive the flesh 
Amen 

0’ Mends of this night and place 
They want to set the limit and punishment for adultery 
By a jury of non-adulterers 
Public preemptive adultery for all 
Is the only solution 
Amen 

0’ Mends of this night and place 
Punish not those who cast the first stone 
Those who demand adulterers be virtuous and chaste 
Bed them and pleasure them and guide them 
To do as they please 
Then they will understand 
Amen 
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0’ Mends of this night and place 
The chaste are hypocrites 
They require four just witnesses 
Or four glorious oaths 
Give yourself to them four times instead 
Let them benefit from you 
And comprehend their insignificance 
Amen 

0’ Mends of this night and place 
Enter the hearts and minds of those 
Who appear to resist adultery 
And you will be repulsed by what you find 
Their private thoughts will rile you 
Amen 

0’ Mends of this night and place 
It is said 

Those who remain outside the bounds of matrimony 
Must adopt an air of modesty 
To protect them from need and want 
From the aches of virginity 
Or the sin of loneliness 
Or the pain of adultery 
And I say unto you 
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Relieve yourself 
Of the aches of virginity 
Together or alone 
Amen 

O’ friends of this night and place 
Don’t lose sleep over sin 
So that you may enjoy life 
Amen 

O’ friends of this night and place 
Fend off those who protect their sex from forbidden acts 
Who cling to cold heavenly bubbles 
Instead of walking on hard hot ground 
Repel them like lepers 
Amen 

O’ friends of this night and place 
Those who resist lasciviousness on earth 
Burn with the desire of heavenly lust 
A warm body on earth 
Is worth two cold ones in heaven 
Bestow the warmth of your body upon them 
Amen 

O’ friends of this night and place 
Fig leaves and precious fabrics have been sent 
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To cover the flesh and the groin 
It is up to you to reject it all 
Display these most exquisite features 
Amen 

O’ friends of this night and place 
As thumb prints are unique 
As blood types are distinct 
So are the cunt and the penis 
Individual looks and smells 

Deprive not yourself of these gifts 
Of Coralpuss, of one another 
Amen 

Coralpuss, Coralpuss 

O’ friends of this night and place 
Those who resist debauchery 
Are malicious 
Amen 

O’ friends of this night and place 
Become intimate but do not fall in love 
Do not marry for it is the worst poison of creativity 

Amen 

O’ friends of this night and place 
Do not marry so you will not be labeled an adulterer 
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Do no deprive the world of yourself 
Or you of the world 
By marrying 
Amen 

O’ friends of this night and place 
Your cunt and penis are the most exquisite creations 
Do not deprive yourself and others 
Amen 

O’ friends of this night and place 
Older women in menopause 
Can better serve the sexual education of the youth 

Amen 

O’ friends of this night and place 
Life is but a child’s game and an imbecile’s caprice 
There is another place 
Ride the wild horse of lust in both places 
Amen 

O’ friends of this night and place 
When promised a heavenly rain check 
Demand the earthly cash instead 
Amen 

O’ friends of this night and place 
They call the pleasures of the flesh animalistic 
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But animalistic desires are supreme 
Amen 

0’ friends of this night and place 
He who betrays another’s honor 
Shall have his honor betrayed 
Engage in endless adultery 
And satiate your honor 
It is thus. 

Amen 

$ 

Coralpuss gestures to Don Juan to join her in the garden 
where ripe juicy persimmons glow in the dark. Reading 
Coralpuss’ silent desire, Don Juan reaches out to pick one. 
Before they even taste the fruit, they are overcome by lust 
and lose control. The lawn outside the temple provides the 
softest of cushions. As Don Juan and Coralpuss wrap 
around each other in front of the temple gates, Lady 
Totalwant watches with serious discontent from her office. 
Before the intertwined bodies have had a chance to drink 
the juices of pleasure, Lady Totalwant pulls the plug on the 
electronic water control and drains the juice from the 
system. Asmodeus is stuck in the volcanic rock drain along 
with the rest of the inhabitants of the City of Lust, but Don 
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Juan slips through the hole. 
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My lover belongs to me and I belong to her. 
Songs of Solomon 


Leviathan 

Jealousy is Progress 

The force of the vacuum is great, it defies resistance. He 
swirls down to the center of the whirlpool. The cold mouth 
of the vacuum sucks him in; the eye of the funnel beholds 
all; his will is in their hands; he spins down and around. 
Unaware of time and place, he gives himself to the rough 
waters, barely able to breathe. The quality of the liquid 
changes gradually, it tastes salty now. A great underground 
lake appears above the rough whirlwind that is still twirling 
him inside. He barely makes out the sounds of the 
eruptions; the gravity of it pulls him in. The smell of crude 
oil fills him. Surrounded by black puddles of oil, he is drawn 
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towards the eye of the spout. Suddenly, an amazing force 
sucks him into the spout and shoots him out into the sky as 
part of a giant oil well eruption, ffe lands on a small oil lake. 
He stands up, waist-deep in oil. He scans his surroundings 
stunned. Extensive pipelines run everywhere; dark burning 
flames atop giant towers reach for the sky; oil tanks 
surround the vast desert. The air is filled with the smell of 
crude oil and slime. Loud drilling rigs are busy penetrating 
the crust of the earth with their diamond cores to extract oil. 
The air and ground is filled with droplets of tar, bitumen 
and puddles of crude oil, hindering movement. Derricks line 
up in the distance servicing the endless chain of oil tankers 
flying a rainbow of flags at their helms. The great oil 
industry stands in all its glory; its flames burning bright in 
the darkness of the night. The less the eye sees, the more 
the heart perceives. He is famished; cannot recall the last 
time he ate something. There is nothing but oil around him. 
In the distance, a slimy dog waits for a hand out by an oil 
puddle wagging his tail in waning supplication mirroring the 
flags of a thousand nations. With some difficulty, he pulls 
himself out of the oil lake, tar and crude oil dripping from 
him. The guards stand in waiting. In a blink of an eye he is 
standing under a hot shower giving in to the soap bubbles. 
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The artificial lighting makes it difficult to tell time. He longs 
for the good old days when he could waste time, but now it 
is time that wastes him. A cool drink would have been nice 
but there is nothing appropriate around. A clean change of 
clothes awaits him outside the bath. He puts it on; measures 
himself in the mirror. He looks just like the natives, no 
longer an occidental on an oriental mission. He looks and 
smells oriental. He notices the small book in his pocket, the 
holy book of the land, used mainly to take an oath. He had 
seen the natives take their oath by swiftly pulling the holy 
book out of their pocket; like cowboys drawing their guns, 
the quick ones win. He descends the massive staircase 
covered in dirty green carpeting. Finding his way around 
takes some guesswork in the darkness. When he asks for the 
chief executive, he is directed to the subterranean elevator. 
He meets the chief at the final level. They are compelled to 
follow diplomatic protocol and introduce themselves 
although their fame precedes them. 

$ 

0 You look fabulous, as if this outfit was made for you. 
You must introduce yourself as a native from now on. 

Don Juan feels the sharpness of an arrow going through his 
heart. He dismisses thoughts of leaving. 
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ft But I am Don Juan... 

G Introductions are unnecessary. We will call you, native, 
ft And you... 

G I am Leviathan. You can call me Sourpuss. 

ft Your beauty is indescribable. 

G You are too kind, 

ft Why am I here? 

G My instructions are to present you with our wealth, the 
main source of our friends’ jealousy and our foes’ envy, 
ft At your service. 

$ 

Visiting the empire of oil in its entirety is quite a challenge: 
the drilling rigs, platforms, refineries, the pumping stations 
and loading docks...After a lengthy tour, the two friends 
relax in a secluded corner. Leviathan plucks the young 
blossoms and crumples them in her hand. Don Juan strikes 
up a casual conversation while estimating the daily output 
and storage capacity of the land in his head: 
ft Envy or jealousy, you said? 

G In this world, friends are jealous and foes, envious, 
ft Aren’t they the same thing? 

G No. Our friends are jealous meaning they wish they 
had our blessings and wealth, however, they do not wish for 
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our demise. While our foes wish us disappear. The envious 
resent our riches, all that we have earned and accumulated, 
for our superior spirit and way of life. They become vengeful 
and wish for our defeat and failure. Their malice drives 
them to uttering injurious words and even committing 
detrimental acts. 

$ 

ft Is that the River of Deceit? 

G Yes, it irrigates hell. 

ft How do you explain this level of poverty and hunger 
given all your riches? 

G Managing envy, 
ft Where did envy originate? 

G It began with the banished of the garden above, 
ft But there is no oil there! 

G They were on earth by then, 
ft How do you know this? 

G I spun their web of conceit, 
ft Fascinating 

G Breaking in to the garden above is nearly impossible 
for us but roaming the earth is easy. Nobody checks too 
closely and Father’s conglomerate has several active 
branches there. 
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ft How did you do it? 

G After suffering through much hardship and adversity, 

the seeds of Adam blossomed when Eve kissed her offspring 
establishing the kingdom of man on earth, 
ft How many children did they have all together? 

G Eve gave birth to two sets of twins: Cain and his twin 
sister; Abel and his twin sister. The parents adored their 
children and looked forward to their continued propagation 
on earth to freely reap its many rewards, 
ft And this was exactly what Father disapproved of. 

G Precisely. I was assigned to head the operation, 
ft What operation? 

G Operation Envy, 

ft How did it go? 

G Adam loved his sons dearly. And Eve, despite the 
hardship she endured during her pregnancy, cherished her 
sons and called them the light of my eyes, always welcoming 
them with open arms, 
ft They didn’t love their daughters? 

G I don’t know, 
ft OK, continue. 

G Adam’s offspring blossomed in the loving arms of their 
parents until their youthful innocence evolved into refined 
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adulthood and the signs of maturity became visible in the 
girls. 

ft What were their names? 

G Not sure, 
ft How come? 

G We were never told, 
ft Continue. 

G To gain their daily bread, the two sons worked off the 
land, one as a farmer and the other, as a shepherd. As they 
grew strong and gained life experience, the power of desire 
grew inside them and they began searching for a mate and 
companion, 
ft Search where? 

G On earth. 

ft Was there anyone other than Adam and his family? 

G There was not. 

ft Then why were they searching? 

G I suspect they did not know that there is no one else, 
ft Continue. 

G It was the Eternal Will that Adam’s offspring work 
hard to adorn and beautify earth where their line would 
grow and their wealth would increase. It was also 
predetermined by fate that as the number of people grew 
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differences would evolve to create bliss and brutality, good 
and evil, and to promote competition and progress. Thus the 
message descended upon Adam, Father of Mankind: Cain 
must bed Abel’s twin, and Abel, Cain’s, 
ft Incest? 

G Yes. 

ft Among prophets and saints? 

G Yes. 

ft This is getting interesting! 

C* Adam communicated the command to his sons 
expecting them to obey without question or resistance. And 
it would have been thus had neither son possess a rebellious 
nature. However, Cain was furious after hearing the 
command and refused to obey it as he preferred his own 
twin who possessed superior beauty to Abel’s, 
ft Simple. 

C* Yes. That simple. It made my job much easier, 
ft And then? 

C* Cain took my advice to heart and resisted Adam’s 
order declaring his wish to bed his own twin, that he was 
more worthy of her than Abel, 
ft Where you alone in this? 

C* I could not have done it alone; Lucifer and Amadeus 
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provided Pride and Lust. 

ft I thought you people always work alone. 

0 Sometimes it takes a few of us to strategize and come 
up with the best plan of action, 
ft Continue. 

G Physical beauty is the storm that blows the dust of lust 
in the eyes of the mind rendering every man helpless even to 
the ends of disgrace and demise. Physical beauty caused 
jealousy and discontent and severed the ties between the 
two brothers, 
ft What did Adam do? 

G The son’s defiance shook him up deeply; he had never 
expected or experienced such an incident. He was intent on 
finding a solution to bring peace to both sons. Then came a 
divine revelation. 

ft The heavenly lines were still operating? 

G Yes. Following divine guidance, Adam instructed his 
sons to make an offering of their best crop. The one whose 
offering is accepted, may do as he wishes, 
ft Hence the tradition of making offerings. 

G Abel, the shepherd, prepared a male camel. Cain 
brought some low quality wheat. Both sons vied for victory, 
ft The outcome is self-evident. 
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G Abel’s offering was accepted as evident by the bolt of 
lightening that descended upon the camel and burned it. 
However, Cain’s offering was rejected as he was deemed 
insincere and insolent. 

ft Don’t you think a blood sacrifice would always be 
preferred? 

G I don’t know. 

ft I don’t believe that you don’t know. 

$ 

Both fall silent for a long while, their gaze lost in the distant 
darkness. 

ft Are we going back to the story? 

G Following his defeat, the light of hope within Cain was 
replaced by the flames of jealousy. The need for vengeance 
set his soul ablaze and drove him to immorality. 

$ 

Like a good sleeping pill, the sacred stories have put Don 
Juan to sleep. Sourpuss measure him up and down with 
interest, adjusts the pillowunder his head and goes off to 
tend to business. 

$ 

He finds himself in a warm and ready reception when he 
wakes. Sourpuss draws near in a green chiffon dress. Don 
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Juan drinks her in with languid eyes without really seeing 
her. Her youth sets her apart from the others. 

0 Welcome back. Did you sleep well? 
ft How is all this beauty possible? 

G Thank you but there is no need to make up 

compliments. 

ft What a thing to say. 

G Your reputation precedes you. 

ft Not at all. I am honestly struck by your stunning 

youthful beauty. 

G How can you see my beauty when it is pitch dark like 
this? 

ft One doesn’t only see with the eyes. 

G One mustn’t always trust what the heart perceives, 
ft Let me make that choice. 

$ 

A gentle chuckle colors Sourpuss’ shapely lips; gazing deeply 
into Don Juan’s eyes. 

G Envy is the other sins in their youth. I will become 
more like the others when I grow up. 
ft I can’t tell if you are serious but it doesn’t seem to me 
like you see yourself as inferior to the others. 

G Of course. I am the pivot that all others turn around. I 
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am the root. 

ft What do you mean? 

G Pride is envying the greatness of others. Lust is envying 
the sexual prowess of others. Wrath is envy to the ends of 
destruction and annihilation. Envying carefree people leads 
to sloth. Greed is envying the wealth of others. And gluttony 
is envying other people who eat more than you do. 
ft Instead of all this one could just wish for one’s 
wellbeing. 

G No, one must wish ill for others. There are only four 
kinds of outcomes: win-win, win-lose, lose-win, and lose-lose. 
What you describe could lead to win-win but then your 
share of happiness would be less. Only a win-lose situation 
fully gives the narcotic pleasure of victory. Your win and the 
other’s loss. 

ft Won’t this lead to corruption? 

G You were not given two hearts to love yourself and 
others. There is only one heart in your chest and you must 
take your full share of love from it. You must be crazy to 
not want your full share. You are not crazy, are you? 

$ 

This conversation doesn’t interest Don Juan but he cannot 
stay quiet either. He looks around. Sourpuss sits closer to 
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him and says: 

0 You are not alone; we all get bored around here. 
That’s why we have special events every night, 
ft Excellent! 

G Oh, I almost forgot. How is your relationship with the 

Great Boss 

ft The Great Boss 

G Lady Totalwant. 

ft Oh, her! I had almost forgotten. 

G I’d be surprised if she hasn’t claimed you for herself, 
ft Nothing has happened between us. 

G Nothing? 

ft We had dinner once, I think. I don’t remember exactly, 
not sure. Why do you ask? 

G The boss sent down the text of a famous play for us 
today. Especially for you, I imagine, 
ft How nice. 

G I am here to take you to the theatre where the text will 
be performed. 

ft (smiles joyfully) Of course. Sure. What should I wear? 
G Would be best to keep this native dress, otherwise you 
would attract too much attention and provoke envy. 

$ 
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They walk to the theatre only to find that the play began 
some time ago. Everyone seems to be present and equally 
guilty of branding ice with envy. [In contrast to the chill of 
hell, the burning fever and the heat waves emanating from 
the torture chambers intensify the painful experience.] Their 
arrival coincides with the start of a new act. They sit quietly. 
Don Juan takes in all that is happening on stage and off. 
ft Who wrote the play? 

C* Honest Sunshine. 

$ 

The suppressed angry scream is nearly cracking the 
woman’s jaw. She closes her eyes, opens her mouth 
and says in an unnatural voice filled with hatred 
and wrath. 

Woman: Why didn’t you tell me? 

A faint smile passes over the man’s lips. Faint like 
the lifeless light of the winter sun insufficient to 
warm even a small pot of water. He kicks away the 
wild dog of jealousy. 

Woman’s cool ice is now set ablaze. Man’s silence 
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magnifies her wrath. With bulging eyes she raises 
her trembling feasts to him and while pointing her 
finger at his face as if she intends to scoop out his 
eyeballs, she says with a voice evocative of a mean 
dictation teacher. 

Woman: why-—didn ’t-—you — tell- — me? 

Her spit embellishes the delivery of the letter, T 
while the threatening finger is waved in front of the 
man’s eyes. 

Silence is no longer helping, Man thinks. A long 
look at the woman reveals afoamingmouth, dry 
eyes, paleface, trembling hands and a pointed 
finger that like a sword in a frazzled blind person’s 
hand cuts through the air. Not a pretty picture. To 
continue this argument seems even uglier, and so 
Man forces himself to speak. 

Man: My dear- 

Woman’s scream is sharper than any sword. 
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Woman: I am not your dear! Don’t call me, dear- 


Man fumbles and anxiously responds. 

Man: What are you doing? Wait till I explain. 
Calm down. 

This time Woman takes on the tone of a sports 
announcer and utters her words quickly and 
rhythmically. 

Woman: Why didn’t you tell me? 

Her mouth quickly locks after finishing her 
sentence but her eyes remain wide open. 

Man: I just told you now. 

Woman: Now? Now? Now! What good is now to 
me? Why didn’t you tell me then? 

Man: What difference does it make? 
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Woman: What difference does it make? You lied to 
me. You went to a cofee shop with that tramp and 
hid it from me. Why? Why? Whyyyyyyyyyyyyy? 

Man: I told you over and over, there is nothing 
going on between us- 

Woman’s sudden self-flagellation interrupts the 
man. She continues to slap her face with both 
hands and screams. 

Woman: Oh, My! Oh, My! There is nothing 
between you? So who did you take to the cofee 
shop? my aunt?!!!! 

Man grabs her hands to stop her from beating 
herself up. 

Woman: Answer me! What do you have to say for 
yourself? 

She is breathing hard. The marks of the slaps on 
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her otherwise icy pale face are bright red. 


Man: (to himself) She looks like an actor who 
plays a two-faced devil. But I should find a way to 
calm her downright now. (to Woman) My dear, 
you- 

Woman struggles to free her arms to slap herself. 
Through locked teeth she spurts out broken words. 

Woman: I told you a hundred times not to call me, 
dear! 

She turns her head from side to side as if looking 
for the best spot to bang her head against. She 
continues. 

Woman: Don’t, don’t say "my dear"; Say, my 
garbage; just don’t say "my dear". 

Then she breaks into sobs. She doesn’t know what 
to do with herself. She wishes it would all end at 
that very moment. 
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Fora while they have been fighting about a third 
person. She knows they are co-workers and have a 
working relationship but one day his kidding 
around planted the seed ofjealousy in her heart 
and she hasn’t been able to shake it off since. Even 
though Man spends all of his free time with her, a 
dark shadow has been cast on their relationship 
and despite her best efforts, it keeps growing. She 
feels like a feather riding a tempestuous wave. 

She feels jealous. Yes, she constantly compares 
herself to the other woman. Before this, she felt 
pretty OK about the woman but now she seems like 
the basest and ugliest person around. That woman 
has become the personification of everything that is 
bad in her life. 

Man’s behavior seems wrong and deserving of 
punishment but at the same time excusable. She 
justifies his actions through a thousand ploys 
because she can’t break from him but that woman 
there is nothing redeeming about her. 
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Woman calms herself by thinking: I am better than 
her in every way, younger, more beautiful, smarter, 
more decent...but she? She is an all out whore. This 
makes her feel good about herself fora moment 
but all it takes is a mention of that woman’s name 
and she comes crashing down from her tower. She 
musters all her power not to start a quarrel, but 
then she falls silent and depressed. 

What she really wants is for the other woman to 
disappear from the face of the earth, so that Man 
would only be with her. She doesn’t like to share 
him with anyone especially that tramp. She wants 
him all to herself. 

She is tired of all the fighting and crying. 
Incomprehensible words and soft whimpering 
sounds spill out of her mouth. She pounds her 
feasts weakly on the man’s chest. 

Woman: Go...go...I hate you...hate...you. I don’t 
want... don’t want to continue. This is the end... 
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go... 


Man reaches out his hand to caress her face, her 
hair but Woman pushes him away with surprising 
force. She screams then passes out. 

Man panics, he nervously rubs her neck and 
shoulders. He grumbles under his breath as he 
stands up to get some water to sprinkle on her face. 

Man: You are going to kill yourself one day from 
jealousy. 

$ 

Before the next act begins, Sourpuss takes Don Juan’s hand 
to leave. As they stroll outside, Don Juan notices giant 
basins of solid ice. There are living corpses in every basin, 
ft What are those? 

G Burning ice. 
ft Who is that? 

G The head of the Department of ffonor. 
ft What is ffonor doing here? 

G Envy has many elements. In fact, it is one of the most 
diverse sins. The most important aspect is that of lust and 
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mating. Male jealousy is often referred to as honor, which 
has led to many crimes. The ones who burn in ice would 
continue their crimes if possible, 
ft I thought jealousy is the domain of women. 

0 All women are jealous, it is a survival mechanism. But 
pride prevents women from admitting jealousy. Men have 
also benefitted sufficiently; I haven’t left anyone out. 
ft Some women are excessively jealous. 

G Even the most jealous women avoid using the word. 
Like the writer of this play; she calls it ROPE, 
ft What do you mean, ROPE? 

G Rights Of Possession Exclusivity, 
ft (Don Juan throws his arms up and laughs heartily) I 
know. I’m quite familiar with this. A woman’s sense of 
jealousy is the driving force of the universe. 

G While the cure is so simple, 
ft What is the cure of jealousy? 

G Submission and acceptance. We must embrace it and 
not be afraid of saying it. 
ft Easier said than done. 

G It would be easier if we accept that all in the life of 
mortals is temporary, we will eventually lose all that we 
have. 
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$ 

Don Juan reaches for Sourpuss’hand; she does not resist. 
Their hands feel hot in the burning cold. Don Juan throws 
his arm around her neck. Sourpuss frees herself from his 
trap and leans her head against his shoulder. Don Juan 
embraces her. The sound of thunder exploding startles Don 
Juan. He notices Sourpuss’ teeth for the first time. 

G What is it? 

ft I knew it. Why didn’t you tell me before? 

G Tell you what? 

ft That you have been used like this. 

G We only get the leftovers. The tiger hunts down the 
gazelle and eats her liver; the leopard takes her leg; the wolf 
tears up the rest of her and the coyote eats up her carcass. 
Everyone gets their share. It is silly to complain. 

$ 

Leviathan’s transformation into a wild dog is now complete. 
She approaches the stunned Don Juan. Lady Totalwant who 
has been watching from her office waves her head in dismay 
and switches the key. Within seconds, the temperature drops 
and everything turns to ice even the water droplets in the 
humid air. Blood freezes in Leviathan’s veins and like an ice 
statue, she is held captive. 
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$ 

Don Juan slips on the ice and glides down the slippery slope 
of the frosted slide until he is tossed out the other end. 
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They have all touched the sword and are learned in war. 
Songs of Solomon 


Satan 

Crime is Superiority 

His unconscious body bursts out of a tunnel akin to a birth 
canal and lands on an underground swamp. Gliding over a 
slimy stinky fluid, he is thrown into a forceful subterranean 
current that blasts through underground boulders and rocks. 
Because of his native outfit, he is not recognized and his 
body continues to smash against the rocks sustaining serious 
injury. A long distance is traveled in a short amount of time. 
The atmosphere here is lighter and more expansive. He has 
entered a subterranean ocean of gas. A great ocean with no 
end and no beginning that is covered on top. It is impossible 
to distinguish liquid gas from crude oil or even briny ocean 
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water. A great eruption is in progress. The hissing of the 
distant vacuum plays over the cacophony of the pumps and 
within seconds he is sucked into the inhospitable network of 
lead pipes like an insignificant dust ball. Furious attendants 
who have been waiting for their guest of honor immediately 
release the valve and catch him out of the network of gas 
pipelines. They put Don Juan’s half-dead body on a gurney 
and send him off to the hospital. Expert nurses quickly clean 
him up and tend to his injuries to prevent lasting bruises and 
scars. Don Juan recuperates quietly under their constant 
and anxious watch. 

$ 

Still weak, he opens his eyes for the first time struggling to 
decipher his surroundings in the darkness. A military 
hospital is what he would guess except for the tinge of red in 
the air. ffe feels dizzy and nauseous. Battered and bruised, 
he aches all over. It occurs to him that the reception must 
have been pretty intense. He can recall only two other times 
in his life when he was beaten up so badly. The first time 
when as a boy he semi - raped the neighbor’s daughter and 
provoked the wrath of his father and the girl’s seven 
brothers. The second time was in an ancient oriental 
dictatorship when he was mistakenly arrested and tortured. 
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Now, the third time. He closes his eyes and passes out again. 
The next time he awakes, he has been cleaned up and 
dressed in new clothes. There is food waiting by the bed. 
Before his eyes are fully open, a dainty hand extends a 
spoonful of hot soup toward him. 

$ 

The sweet-smelling nurse is dressed in a red uniform. From 
the little he can make out, hers is an artificial beauty. 

0 Please forgive us. A grave error was committed. We 
were anxiously awaiting your arrival, our honored guest, 
however the guards mistook you for some one else. They 
have been severely reprimanded, of course. Their excuse, to 
which they confessed under torture, was that your native 
clothing misled them and they took you for one of the tribal 
leaders. We were lucky to discover their error in time or it 
may have been too late. At any rate, I personally apologize 
for the thrashing, the injuries and the broken bones. 

$ 

Don Juan turns with great difficulty. His face is throbbing. 
His jaw is broken. He tries to say something but cannot. 

G Oh, no. Please, don’t speak. No words are necessary. 
Here, we know everything. We know your unspoken words 
and your yet to be imagined thoughts. We know your 
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questions, and even your answers to our questions. But 
unfortunately we must follow proper administrative 
protocols. After all, we are the heart of the prison system 
and torture administration and as such, must complete all 
the paperwork required for our massive filing system, 
ft ... 

G As soon as you have recovered and your injuries have 
healed, you will be released without any formalities or delay. 
I will personally nurse you to health and needless to say, 
tend to your every need and desire. Again, allow me to 
apologize for this unfortunate mistake. Please rest now. 

$ 

Don Juan is unconscious again. With no light and no clock, 
he has no sense of the passage of time. Gradually, he heals. 
When he opens his eyes again, the lady in red is there. He 
tires to open his mouth, 
ft ... 

G Hold your tongue. Do not pain yourself. My name is 
Satan, the Master Confiscator of the Dungeons of Darkness 
and Pain. I have no friends to bestow me a worthy title; and 
my countless disciples dare not call me by name. You, 
however, may think of me as Royalpuss. 
ft ... 
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Royalpuss nods in agreement in response to Don Juan’s 
futile attempt at speech. 

0 Aye, this is the Kingdom of Wrath where violence and 
fury rule. But you shall be protected from our Wrath. The 
initial despicable error aside, no harm shall come your way. 

$ 

Don Juan is feeling slightly better, ffe hears a constant 
percussive sound from the outside. The sound of a hard 
surface hitting against water, something slashing through the 
air, short constant thumping. The percussive phrase reaches 
a crescendo that culminates in an explosive cracking sound, 
and then repeats. Muffled interior sounds play underneath. 
While the words are indecipherable, he can hear distinct 
sounds from the torture chambers, screams and cries swell 
up to the sky. He cannot bear to listen anymore. He is 
anxious to leave even though his surroundings are warm and 
comfortable. 

$ 

The lady in red accompanied by the guards and officers 
walks by his solitary cell. She dismisses everyone then creeps 
into his room. He cannot see her clearly. Her long hair 
covers her round face and short forehead. Her red bulging 
eyes and long red fingernails stand out. Her skin is covered 
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in red spots. She seems beautiful but then again, all women 
seem beautiful to him, 
ft ... 

0 You want to leave? Very well. The time is close at 
hand. Do these sounds of fury bother you? This is nothing. 
You know when wrath takes on its true beautiful meaning? 
In action. Its greatest form is when brother kills brother. We 
have experienced it here and taken much pleasure from it. 
ft ... 

G What? Where did it begin? From the first brothers on 
earth. I was there on a personal mission from Father. 
Everything went very well, 
ft ... 

G Last we heard, one brother threatened the other: I 
shall kill you so that I may not witness your good fortune 
and my own misery, 
ft ... 

G Abel’s response to Cain’s threat was this: Brother! 
Free your heart of vengeance and strive for salvation. Only 
the pious and the benevolent shall be welcomed by them; 
hence their rejection of your offering, 
ft ... 

G Aye. Abel was a strong and trustworthy man of docile 
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mind. He had benefited from and appreciated wisdom. He 
thrived on pleasing his parents and always put other 
people’s happiness before his own. 
ft ... 

0 Abel believed that this life is but a transitory shadow 
and abided by the covenant of fraternity. Because of his 
deep love for his brother, Abel always guided him and 
advised his course, 
ft ... 

G Cain’s pride and defiance did not affect Abel’s 
enduring strength of character, 
ft ... 

G Abel had been endowed with purity and piety; it never 
occurred to him to hurt his brother. Abel had put himself in 
the hands of Fate, 
ft ... 

G Abel wished his words would heal Cain’s troubled soul 
and relieve his tainted heart of jealousy, and so he offered 
once again: 0’brother, end your suffering by seeking 
absolution and returning to the path of the righteous, 
ft ... 

G But know that if you are intent on implementing your 
plan to murder me; I shall be resigned. For I fear I may 
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transgress and bring damnation upon myself were I to defy 
Providence. Proceed as you wish and I shall submit myself to 
Fate to shield myself from contamination with sin and 
disobedience, 
ft ... 

G Brotherly love and bonds of fraternity failed to restrain 
the flames of vengeance and envy in Cain’s heart, 
ft ... 

G I confess that all four of us were involved. The mission 
would not have been accomplished had Pride, Lust and 
Envy not collaborated with Wrath, 
ft ... 

G How could we? But this is our job. 
ft ... 

G Aye. Lucifer, Asmodeus, Leviathan, and I manipulated 
this helpless creature so that we may witness the first crime 
of humanity, 
ft ... 

G Brotherly love was no match for the fury of wrath; it 
failed to curb Cain’s lust or relieve his envy and ultimately 
the time for action came when waves of lust and sexual 
desire reached their crest dulling his perception and 
intellect. It was thus that the four of us prevailed and the 
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first crime of humanity was committed, 
ft ... 

0 Yes, I personally provided him with the necessary tools 
and weapons, and made the final arrangements, 
ft ... 

G Training Cain was easy, 
ft ... 

G Creating the right conditions for embracing wrath is 
the critical first step. Once that seed has been planted, it 
only takes a tiny nudge to set things in motion, 
ft ... 

G Slain and bloodied, Abel’s lifeless figure collapsed in 
front of his brother, 
ft ... 

G The flower of Abel’s youth wilted prematurely and the 
star that was his life died on the horizon where his father 
searched for him. 
ft ... 

G Resolved to quench his fatherly yearning with news of 
Abel’s welfare, Adam began to search for Abel. But the 
more he searched, the less he found. At last, he queried 
Cain only to be told: I am not my brother’s keeper, 
ft ... 
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G From Cain’s callous response, Adam understood that 
Abel has been murdered. From then on, anguish and grief 
became Adam’s way of life. As the memory of Abel’s death 
and Cain’s betrayal burned in his heart, Adam lamented 
how one arm cut off the other, 
ft ... 

G Abel was the first person murdered on earth. Cain did 
not know how to hide his brother’s corpse. Consequently, he 
covered it in animal skin and carried it on his shoulders. 
With a heavy heart, Cain wandered the earth disheveled and 
lost, 
ft ... 

G Why? Because his tortured soul had become the 
battleground of intellect versus ignorance, affection versus 
whim; and pain and sorrow were his only friends. Agitated 
and anxious, he carried Cain’s decaying body around looking 
for a way out. You see, he had never encountered a similar 
situation, 
ft ... 

G Divine benevolence issued a command to protect the 
honor of Adam and his offsrping even after death. Now it 
was time for Cain to learn a lesson. This proud and ignorant 
man was obviously unworthy of divine revelation. The only 


97 



solution was for Cain to bow to the teachings of a black 
crow. Confessing his weaknesses to this insignificant bird 
would teach him a difficult but necessary lesson about the 
vileness of his character, as well as his perfect wretchedness 
and ultimate insignificance, 
ft ... 

G Two crows were sent. They quarreled in front of Cain. 
One killed the other then with his beak dug a grave for the 
other and buried him, 
ft ... 

G At that moment, Cain became overwhelmed by 
feelings of remorse and cried: am I less than this crow? 
Then following the lesson he had learned, he buried his 
brother. 

$ 

Don Juan turns away with difficulty so that she doesn’t see 
his eyes. He feels weak. 

G Rest now. Stay calm so you may recover more quickly. 
You have come a long way so far. 

Don Juan’s eyelids grow heavy and close. 

$ 

The sounds coming from the torture chambers have become 
intolerable. His nausea and dizziness have returned. With 


98 



some difficulty, Don Juan rises and stands up. His whole 
body aches, his muscles are still sore. The door opens. 
Royalpuss takes a look at him. 

G I’m glad to see you are standing up. You are getting 
better. It won’t be long now. 

Don Juan opens his mouth to say something but an 
unbearable pain fills his face. 

G You fractured your jawbones. Luckily, it healed 
properly. But don’t try to speak. Satisfy your need for 
speaking by listening to what you can hear. 

The staccato of the torture chambers is music to everyone’s 
ears except Don Juan. His questioning eyes are colored by 
disgust. 

G What did you say? Who are we? Why we are the true 
righteous of the world. We don’t need excuses like hatred 
and vengeance to justify wrath, prejudice or bigotry. We 
simply deprive others of the truth. We don’t have time for 
the rule of law; we take matters into our own hands. We are 
experts at cruelty; hurting others brings us joy. We dislike 
others for no reason and discriminate on the basis of race, 
religion and ethnic background. We are the root cause of 
crime, murder, massacres and genocides and remain 
self-righteous at all times. 
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$ 

Don Juan’s physical health has improved. He is looking 
away when Royalpuss enters. 

G I can take you outside today. I need to show you 
around after all. 

$ 

He arid wasteland seems endless. Desolation as far as the 
eye can see. The desert wind howls and whirls across the 
burnt crust of the earth taking spools of salty sand and dust 
along with it. The dark desert sits next to an ocean but is 
dry. Thorn bushes dance like the whirling dervishes in the 
scorching wind. The native keep their faces covered but the 
hot 'breeze" has cracked their skin and lips. Satan pulls out 
the only flower blossoming in this hell hole. The River of 
Deceit runs from infinity to eternity. The subterranean sea 
of gas spreads into the ocean. Transfer pipelines and 
extraction machinery work at full speed. Don Juan is 
mesmerized but Royalpuss pretends not to hear his 
unspoken questions. She begins responding to random 
unfathomed questions instead as a way to divulge as little 
information as possible, 
f ... 

G What, hatred? No, hatred generates misunderstanding. 
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It speaks of the incapability to forgive. We are not 
incapable. We just kill without hatred. In response to the 
unjust actions of the Garden Above, we have a right to 
avenge ourselves. We are entitled to retribution. This is 
second nature to us. We are driven by our nature. The 
scorpion stings because it is in her nature, 
ft ... 

G We have been called the mother or father. Wrath must 
be considered the originator of all other sins, 
ft ... 

G Pride is annihilation to gain superiority. Lust is 
destruction through rape. Envy means to obliterate out of a 
sense of inferiority. Sloth is ruin through laziness. Greed 
means to devastate to gain power and wealth. Gluttony is 
ruin out of carelessness. 

$ 

G Today I must take you to observe a military maneuver. 
The Forces of Wrath are in constant preparation driven 
solely by genuine rage. You can see for yourself but 
unfortunately none of your questions will be answered. 
Perhaps it would be best if you asked none. 

$ 

Under guard, Don Juan is taken to the VIP stand of the 
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endless desert. The area is packed by military forces. Two 
groups representing the confronting armies are lined up 
against each other. Akin to a game of chess, individual 
pieces are lined up facing one another. Each individual is 
standing next to a desk. There is a container similar to a bed 
pan containing dirty water; slime. The military exercise 
begins at Royalpuss’ call. Each person slaps their hand on 
the water creating the first thump of the cacophony. Then 
the hand rapidly cuts through the air exciting the flogging 
enthusiasts in the audience. Next the hand lands across the 
face of the opponent buttoning the musical phrase as 
decisively as a period ending a definitive statement. The 
opponent in turn repeats the same steps aiming for a 
harsher blow. The cycle continues and the blows 
progressively become more intense. The staccato of the 
blows resonates across the desert. With every blow, the 
slapper swells up. The opponent swells up next. The process 
of ballooning continues and the warriors progressively 
expand until one of them explodes spattering torn flesh all 
over the place. The winning opponent is immediately 
wrapped in a colorful flag and taken to the VIP stand. 

$ 

Royalpuss enters Don Juan’s solitary cell. She is half naked 
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although shrouded in darkness. Clearly, she intends to 
perform beyond the call of duty. 

0 You know, you still haven’t uttered my name. Not even 
once. 

Don Juan cannot see but his tactile perception confirms the 
aptness of her name. Royalpuss is consumed by desire but 
the prisoner is not ready leaving her no recourse but the 
routine raping of the solitary prisoner. Lady Totalwant who 
has been watching everything waves her head in dismay and 
switches the key which releases a bear, crocodile and shark 
that attack Royalpuss and tear her apart instantaneously. 

$ 

Next, Big Bear takes Don Juan who is stiff with fear in her 
arms and takes him to the frontiers of Human Resources. 
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I sat happily in her company and enjoyed her sweet fruits. 

Songs of Solomon 


Belphegor 

Fear is Safety 

In a blink of an eye, Ursa Major or the Big Bear 
constellation takes Don Juan from the territory of heavenly 
sins to the land of earthly sins and leaves him there 
unconscious. He comes to at the sound of a bell. Looking 
around in the dark, he finds himself in an entirely different 
place. He notices a unicorn goat to the side that keeps 
thoughtfully nodding his pseudo-intellectual head and fluffy 
beard. The bell rings with each nod. When Don Juan sits up 
and looks a little more closely he notices that he is in fact 
surrounded by countless dependant and reactionary 
pseudo-intellectual goats. They remain stationary in place 


104 



but the affirmative music of the bells has filled the world. 
Don Juan stands up. He finds himself at the apex of a 
pyramid; three deep valleys are below him. A large goat 
stands on each side: pale gray, pale blue and white. To the 
one side, belligerent intellectual voices encourage him to go. 
To the other side, a two-toned not so delicate angelic voice 
invites him to stay. 

$ 

0 Welcome to the entrance gate of the expansive 
territory of earthly sins. 

Don Juan doesn’t see anyone around, 
ft Who are you? 

G My name is Belphegor. Around here they call me 
Pussyfoot. 

ft I am Don Juan; pleased to meet you dear Pussyfoot. 

G I know. They told me you were coming. I have been 
waiting for you. 
ft Where are you? 

G Every where. 

ft I can hear your voice but I can’t see you. 

G Sloth is hidden, insidious and sweet. It is everywhere 
but remains invisible, 
ft Sounds like high blood sugar. 
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0 Very sweet. Sweetly continue. 

ft But I want to see you. Your voice is strangely 

tantalizing and I am eager to see your face. 

G Impatience is our vice, not yours, 
ft Just tell me where you are. 

G Closer than fathomable, 

ft I want to see you. 

G You shall, ultimately, 

ft I want to be close to you. 

G I share the same desire, 
ft What shall we do now? 

G I must show you our Human Resources, 
ft Why not start right away? 

G The humans are exhausted. I am tired too. Why don’t 

you take the tour on your own; you can ride the goats every 
where. 

ft I have never ridden a goat before. Do I have to ride? 
G Why walk when you can ride? 
ft Which shall I choose first? 

G Doesn’t make much difference but if you want, you 
can adhere to the order of blue, gray, white. 

$ 

Don Juan stares down the pale blue valley. In the depths of 
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the ravine he makes out structures akin to buildings of 
higher education, universities, and religious schools. He 
approaches the blue goat. The goat nods in agreement but 
his eyes betray deep desperation. Don Juan feels tired but 
decides against riding the goat. They walk side by side, Don 
Juan holding on to the goat’s horn. The goat trots downhill 
on the familiar highways but Don Juan stumbles behind in 
the darkness. The downward slope of lethargy and indolence 
is traveled at last. Crowds of idle intellectuals stand in front 
of the centers of higher education. Their extended cupped 
hands roll ever so slightly as the deep sound of "what to do" 
reverberates across the land like a distant desperate prayer. 
Everyone’s hands and feet are tied with bureaucratic 
paperwork. Idleness has led to futility; following the golden 
rule, "patience is virtue" the crowd bows in resignation like a 
wheat field giving in to the wind. 

$ 

ft Why invest in such extensive education if the goal is to 
keep the masses static? 

G Stillness requires higher knowledge than mobility, 
ft Didn’t you say you are tired? 

G I’m always with you. 

ft They are kept busy wasting time. 
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G Time will waste them. 

ft The duty-bound are not to blame. 

G Participating in this arena in itself is the greatest sin. 

$ 

Don Juan is intent on taking advantage of this great human 
resource to create change. He climbs up to the podium and 
cries out, "Listen to me!" but his voice is lost in the rhythm 
of the bells. No one hears him, no one pays any attention, 
ft Why such indifference, such negligence? 

G Laziness. 

Don Juan leaves the podium and joins the masses. 
Screaming at the top of his lungs, "Hey, you! Wasting one 
second is wasting a life time!" But the same murmur 
continues. No one hears, no one pays any attention, and the 
same story continues every where, always. 

$ 

G Don’t work yourself up. 

ft What is going on? Has everyone gone deaf? 

G Yes. 

ft What will happen to them? 

G Severe punishment awaits them. Laziness is a 
particular sin because others must work harder to make up 
for the lazy. 
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ft Tell me where you are. 

G Don’t repeat your questions. Embrace the answers. 

$ 

There are no answers but Don Juan is unaware of this. He 
approaches the gathering of the learned. All remain 
unemployed. All wish to leave. All await a helping hand but 
none appears. 

$ 

ft Only you can save yourself! 

Nothing moves. As if no one heard a sound, 
ft What is going on? 

G Sound does not travel in vacuum, 
ft Vacuum. 

G To maintain the status quo, to keep everyone silent 
and still, the best way is to create a vacuum. Sound does not 
travel in vacuum. Rejecting this notion, Don Juan tries again 
but receives only confused looks. Everyone believes the one 
who moves or speaks is a spy plotting a conspiracy. Don 
Juan gives up on creating change. He grabs the goat’s horn 
and closes his eyes, 
ft How does one create change? 

G There is no change. This is the land of eternal stillness. 



Don Juan feels tired and hopeless. The pale blue goat 
returns him to the apex of the pyramid in the blink of an 
eye. When he opens his eyes, Don Juan finds the pale blue 
goat staring at him disapprovingly. He looks away. 

$ 

Tired and discouraged, Don Juan approaches the pale gray 
goat. The goat waves his head no. The sound of the bells is 
incessant. Don Juan walks toward the goat and stares down 
at the gray valley. Factories, barns and silos can be seen in 
the distance. Devoid of any emotions, he grabs on to the 
goat’s horn and begins walking. He feels bored and 
discouraged half way through and slumps on the goat. As 
soon as Don Juan is securely in place, the goat runs down 
slope at the speed of light and delivers his rider to the 
desired destination. There he finds a factory on one side 
where idle laborers stand at the gates of negligence; and on 
the other side, a farm where farmers squat on the land of 
depression. Here too the murmur of "what is to be done" 
fills the air as cupped hands roll ever so slightly. Everyone’s 
hands and feet are bound. Social immobility has created a 
stale atmosphere. Don Juan cannot stand it and begins his 
attempts at creating change but no one notices, no one 
moves. Everyone is blinded by despair. 
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ft Are they blind? 

G Their heart is unable to perceive, 
ft Are they uninterested or disheartened? 

G Such differentiations are not useful here, 
ft The cause matters. 

G Only the effect matters. Cause is the realm of 
storytellers and excuse-makers, 
ft The effect? 

G That everyone is here, 
ft So are you. 

G Because you are here, 
ft Show yourself. 

G Soon. 

ft At least identify yourself. 

G I am Sloth. 

ft What kind of creature is that? 

G Laziness, fear, hopelessness, 
ft Why here? 

G I am the mother of all sins, 
ft That’s more of an assertion. 

G Pride is shaped by the laziness to acknowledge the 
existence of anything outside of oneself. Lust happens when 
one is too lazy to fall in love. Envy is being too lazy to 
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realize that others are also entitled. Wrath is the result of 
being too lazy to think through the consequences of one’s 
vengeance. Greed is being too lazy to think about anything 
but wealth. And Gluttony is being too lazy to think about 
other people’s share. 

$ 

Don Juan fails to see despondency as the result of laziness 
consequently he is eager to change the situation. He 
attempts to a spark a worthy movement among the farmers 
and laborers, one that is cultivated by work, 
ft Why are they all looking to one side? 

G They are drawn by a certain magnetism, 
ft I must turn their gaze toward myself. 

G You are wasting your time. 

ft At least tell me why they are drawn to that side? 

G They are looking toward the thought-leaders, those 
who must draw the path forward. 

ft You mean they are waiting for the intellectuals of the 
territory of la z iness? 

G Yes, they have left thinking up to the thinkers, 
ft I must change the direction of their gaze. 

G You are wasting their time. 

$ 
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Unaware of the deterring power of despondency, Don Juan 
goes out of his way to create change, but it is all in vain. 
Gradually he stops and gives up. 

ft Stillness can also promote a sense of peace, balance 
and groundedness. 

G But unlike peace, balance and groundedness, laziness 

only leads to despondency. 

ft One must strive for peace and balance. 

G But here is the land of Sloth. 

$ 

Discouraged by the fruitless arguments and the confusing 
conversation, Don Juan reaches for the goat’s horn that in 
turn returns him to the apex of the pyramid and leaves his 
exhausted body there. 

$ 

Don Juan wakes up to the sound of a large bell. He doesn’t 
recognize his surroundings but notices the white goat 
standing above him. All around him is the white territory of 
fear and horror. He looks down the deep gorge. There are 
army barracks and military structures as far as the eye can 
see. The white goat throws him a commanding look. Don 
Juan notices the full saddle and harness, he gets on and the 
goat trots down. He feels the presence of another. Some 
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one else is riding with him. He looks back. 

G I am Belphegor, you may call me pussyfoot, 
ft Where did you come from? 

G From inside your heart. 

ft I heard your voice everywhere before but now I feel 
your presence. 

G Your heart skipped a beat as we entered the terrain of 
horror. 

$ 

Don Juan understands that Belphegor is the voice inside 
him. And now for the first time he can actually see her. 
Belphegor steps on a small blossoming flower, 
ft Why so many goats? 

G The lazy like to look thoughtful, 

ft They are so still. 

G They are thinking. 

$ 

Don Juan keeps thinking as they speed down the frightful 
slope. They both dismount the goat. The garrisons are 
packed with soldiers wearing different uniforms; they are all 
frozen in various poses. The only sound heard is that of the 
white goat’s large bell. Not even the murmur of "what to 
do". 
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ft Why this silence? 

C* They must not know, or want to know. They must only 
obey commands, 
ft What do they produce? 

C* Death and horror, 
ft What do they consume? 

G Life. 

$ 

Everyone is frozen by fear. Political idleness has occupied 
the entire territory of silent fear. 

Don Juan breaks the silence and begins to speak to them 
but no one hears anything. He tries again and again but to 
no avail. 

ft How is this possible? 

G They are deaf, 
ft Perhaps there is a way... 

G And dumb, 

ft You mean? 

G And blind. 

$ 

To change the situation Don Juan must go up to the soldiers 
and break the ice. But nearness is impossible. They are 
encased in thick ice. When Don Juan draws near, the 
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frightful chill penetrates his own soul. Pussyfoot begins to 
speak. 

G Be careful, 
ft Something must be done. 

G You will only hurt yourself, 

ft I must break through. 

G It will immobilize you. 

Don Juan does not accept. He reaches to the ice but his 
arms and legs feel numb, he is frostbitten. His eyelids freeze 
shut. He falls into a deep frigid coma. Belphegor 
immediately throws him on the back of the goat and sends 
him back to the top of the pyramid. 

$ 

Don Juan does not remember anything when he wakes up. 
He turns to pussyfoot, 
ft What now? 

G Any thing your heart desires. 

Don Juan releases the string holding up Pussyfoot’s dress. 
Her naked body is vaguely visible in the darkness, part blue, 
part gray, and a pale white face. Don Juan reaches out to 
her... 

Lady Totalwant who has been watching from her office 
shakes her head in dismay and... 
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$ 

The goats kick lazy Belphegor through the pit of reptiles 
where forced labor awaits her: to plough the desert with her 
finger nails, irrigate it with her tears, and plant the seeds of 
hope. 
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We make you gold chains decorated with silver droplets. 
Songs of Solomon 


Mammon 

Theft is Virtue. 

The big goat leisurely delivers Don Juan to the narrow 
opening of the Cavern of Greed. A pitiful dim yellow light 
greets Don Juan as he wakes. Time is unknowable in the 
dark atmosphere. 

$ 

There are many color dancing words round and round Don 
Juan’s head: "greed, avidity, covetousness, meanness, 
vileness, sordidness, stinginess, miserliness, malicious, 
mischievous, parsimonious, withhold, spare, cupidity, 
acquisitiveness..." Don Juan has never seen such a dance in 
any major sin. 
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$ 

A symphony of frogs can be heard in the distance. Don 
Juan crawls in following the pale yellow light, resembling the 
reflection of gold, even paler and duller, maybe that of 
enriched metal. When his eyes adapt to the darkness he can 
see being surrounded by gold extract of greed and 
gemstones of avarice. On every side there are puddles of 
residual ooze. The sound of the miners’pick axes fills the 
air; they are busy excavating and storing. Yellow cake is 
being prepared in a corner. The symphony of frogs gets 
louder and heavier. Under a mountain of gemstones, inside 
an impressive mine shaft of rare metal and prized crystals, 
Don Juan is stopped in his tracks the moment he stands up. 
The guards immediately take him to the administrative 
office. First they undress him and after full examination take 
an inventory of his belongings fully documented in 
appropriate forms. At the end of the investigation, the door 
opens to reveal the high ranking official of the territory. At 
her signal, the guards exit and leave them alone. 

G We had been warned of your arrival and in response 
to our dissent we were permitted to resolve the problem our 
way. 

ft What problem? 
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G No one must see this place. Perhaps it would be best if 
we removed your eye balls. 

ft Such treatment of a senior ambassador does not 
become you. 

G This is our standard modus operandi. There is a long 
history of murdering ambassadors. 

ft I am on a mission at the behest of your government 
not of my own accord. 

G The report of the incident shall reflect your successful 
accomplishment of your mission thus far. 
ft But how will I learn about you? Learn about your work 
and operations? Please forgive my rudeness, I am Don Juan. 
G Mammon! But around here they call me Goldenpuss. 

$ 

Goldenpuss carefully examines Don Juan. He is naked. She 
nods in agreement. 

G Very well, perhaps we can make an exception. But you 
must convince me that no harm shall befall us by you. 

Don Juan takes a sigh of relief. 

ft Everyone knows that I am with you and among you. I 
have already proven my allegiance by passing through the 
Gate of No Return. 

G Very well! We shall show you everything however your 
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report must be drawn based on what you hear not what you 
see. Obviously, you shall be rewarded appropriately for this 
service. 

$ 

There is no other option. His host reeks of greed, avarice, 
voracity and parsimony. She is the perfect miser: gaunt, thin 
hair, hallowed face, and bulging eyes. At her signal, Don 
Juan’s clothes and belongings are confiscated and he is given 
a cheap pale yellow robe to wear instead, 
ft I am really looking forward to visiting the mines in this 
cave and hearing all about your work, if you think it 
appropriate. 

C* And so you shall. 

At Goldenpuss’ signal, the two of them proceed. Goldenpuss 
is displeased by the little flowers blooming about; she pulls 
them out and crushes them. The guards part in servitude 
and respect when they see Goldenpuss accompanying Don 
Juan in his camel-hair robe. 

$ 

They walk here and there, under the mountain of hard rocks 
encasing gemstones, inside the mine shaft of orebodies 
containing precious metals, some heavier than lead. In every 
corner a small shaft has been bored through which 
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single-passenger wagons run on conveyers. The miners lie 
facedown focused solely on the immediate path ahead lit by 
their head lamp. The wagons enter the shafts vacant and 
return abundant. Bulldozers to one side, loaders and trucks 
to the other, work continuously to load, haul and dump. 
Precious rocks are sliced by massive carving cables then 
sawed into uniform pieces. Hydraulic drills are busy all 
around. Once in a while a dynamite blast is heard; used to 
break the heart of the mountain. The sound of the pick axe 
and humming of the miners evokes memories of old chain 
gangs. Captives and prisoners work under dreary conditions 
and give their lives like worthless and thankless slaves. The 
guards gather the fruits of their labor for the masters. 
Before they reach the main mining area, the symphony of 
frogs finally succeeds in putting the exhausted and weak 
Don Juan to sleep. 

$ 

0 Did you sleep well? 
f Forgive me. 

G No problem. It happens frequently. Let us proceed, 
f I have already visited the lands of Pride, Lust, Envy 
and Wrath. 

G Should I be impressed? 
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ft Aren’t you? 

G Those are heavenly sins which are like child’s game 
compared to earthly sins, 
ft Earthly sins? 

G Sloth, Greed and Gluttony. Of course you have already 
passed the main gateway. 

ft It is hard to believe that Greed is so significant. 

G Greed is the central core and main pillar of the rest, 
ft How is that? 

G Pride is greed for greatness. Lust is greed for sex. Envy 
is the result of greed for exclusive ownership. Wrath is same 
as greed for revenge. Sloth is being greedy for leisure and 
idleness. And Gluttony is being greedy for good times and 
delicious foods. 

They reach the main area of the cave after passing the River 
of Deceit. They see the ancient halls of slurry and 
extractions. The sky and the earth exude water. Underneath 
each slurry line a pool of extraction is formed and 
underneath the extraction pool, a growing puddle. As they 
get closer to the puddles, he notices translucent droplets of 
hot oil in the puddle. In the puddle, there are people who 
have benefitted from the extraction but are not satisfied, 
they want more. 
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ft What was that? 

C* Look at the entrance sign, 

ft I can’t read this alphabet. 

0 It says, Greed. 

The next pool is the result of several puddles connecting. 
There he sees people who have collected massive amounts 
of extractions to the extent that guards are needed to 
transport them out but they still want more, 
ft What does this sign say? 

G Avarice. 

ft Which we are told is indecent and must be avoided. 

G Materialism makes the deserts bloom. To honor 
ownership by any means necessary will turn wastelands into 
palaces. 

In the next pool, there are people who slurry their 
extractions wanting even more, 
ft What is written here? 

G Voracity. 

In the next pool, people are attempting to hide their 
extractions, unwilling to share, 
ft And this? 

G Parsimony. 

There is boiling oil in the next pool. There people want the 
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ultimate desire to own all that is possible: wealth, position 
and pomp, 
ft What is this? 

G Affluence and desire. 

Don Juan is exhausted but cannot give up this tour, 
ft Is there more? 

G Of course. What do you think? No one is immune to 
earthly sins. But let us rest a bit. 

$ 

Dire fatigue engulfs him. In his dream, Mammon appears as 
the witch she is and scares him out of his robe. It is a relief 
to know he is dreaming. He can’t focus on Goldenpuss’ 
ugliness. Her mouth smells of sewage, her husky congested 
voice, yellow decayed teeth, and swollen slimy eyes disgust 
him. The witch is bony, long-faced with eyes brimming with 
greed. 

In his dream, he sees Mammon the witch lying next to him 
to have sex. He wakes up frightened only to realize he 
cannot see any thing. He hears Goldenpuss’ voice. 

G You slept so deeply. Must have been a nice dream. It 
will come true, 
ft Why is it so dark? 

G Nothing has changed. You had grown used to the 
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darkness before. In your dream, you perceived with the 
mind’s eye but now you need your eyes, 
ft You are right. I can see a little better now. 

G Very well. Let us continue. 

$ 

They take a rough track down. In the next puddle of hot oil 
they see a man endlessly building storehouses. 

G He has stored a thousand times over his needs but he 
keeps storing more. 

In the next hole, some one hoards public provisions. 

G This one takes advantage of the destitution of others 
to accumulate more. 

They see some one eating corpses and carcasses. 

G We can thank him for the stink. 

A garbage collector in the next hole grabs everything even 
excrement. 

G These people must be quarantined under guard 
because their disease is contagious. 

In the deepest ditch of hot oil some one is eating human 
remains. 

G Cannibalism is the basest of corruptions. 

Don Juan cannot go on any longer but Goldenpuss warns. 

G This is no place to sit. It is slippery, covered in slime 
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and muck. Let us sit atop that rock to see the vista below. 

$ 

The expansive vista belowis filled with endless pits of hot 
oil. In each one another familiar face loiters: burglars, 
pillagers, plunderers, invaders, occupiers, swindlers, 
embezzlers...as far the eye can see. The moment the people 
in the boiling pits notice Don Juan and Goldenpuss, they 
extend their arms imploringly. They claim to be innocent, list 
a long line of excuses why they were victimized. The guards 
flog the pleading souls back into their boiling pits. 

I am innocent. 

G Ignore them, come. 

The next downhill slope is the exclusive area of white collar 
personnel busy trading ranks and benefits be they national, 
military, religious or cultural demonstrating the advance 
form of greed. Oil drops from above fall into the depths of 
their basins. 

It wasn’t my fault. 

G Do not pause, come. 

In the very core of the cavern, acid rain and mineral extract 
fall on one person standing in the central pit of boiling ore. 
He is the one who betrayed his nation for personal gain, 
who in return for wealth and position trampled all social and 


127 



political values. 

I was victimized. 

C* Guard! 

The flogging guards return the sinful to their place. 

$ 

Like flies, the helicopters circle above the sea of molten gold 
and dump the sinful like bird droppings. 

$ 

The report of Don Juan’s visit has been already prepared. It 
is handed to him with the instructions to submit it to the first 
agency as soon as he leaves. No need for him to read it, just 
submit it. Along with the report he also receives the reward 
for his exemplary services. 

$ 

Don Juan is exhausted and faints. Even in his sleep he is 
unable to dream. Taking her golden jewel in her hands, 
Mammon approaches him. The bridal suite is properly 
prepared. She rests next to him. Blindly, Don Juan reaches 
out to her with the final dregs of energy remaining... 

$ 

Lady Totalwant who has been watching from her office 
responds in the usual way. In a blink of an eye, a giant frog 
appears in the bridal suite and ejects Mammon witch to the 
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deepest and hottest ditch in the farthest corner of the 
cavern. Then the frog delivers the sleeping Don Juan to the 
periphery of the forest. 
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Fortify me with pills of raisin 
And refresh me with apples, 
For I am sick with love. 
Songs of Solomon 


Beelzebub 

Profligacy Heals 

Don Juan is sleeping among lush natural resources. 
Forrest-covered proud mountains, streams, rivers, water 
falls, lakes, flowers, greenery. As far as the eye can see in 
the darkness there are pastures and forests and nature. It is 
not clear if the faint orange light is a reflection of the orange 
leaves or shines from another source. Don Juan opens his 
eyes. He does not recognize his surroundings. The heavy 
stench of burned wood, decaying flesh, and piss fills the air. 
Waves of flies circle the air. Blood-sucking insects abound. 
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A moon-faced beauty approaches; an orange silk covers her 
face. 

G Hello. 

ft You are as beautiful as the moon. 

G I am Rosepussy. 

ft Very pleased to meet you. 

G They told me you were coming. I was waiting for you. 
ft I have no idea how I made it here. 

G The important thing is that you are here now. 
ft Where am I? 

G This is my territory. 

ft You did not mention your official name. 

G I was afraid you may have already formed certain 

assumptions. 

ft Tell me. 

G Beelzebub, 

ft I never heard of it. 

G It is Ba’alZebub in ffebrew. 
ft The Hebrew of the original Bible? 

G There were minor changes. 

ft "He hath Beelzebub, and by the prince of the devils 
casteth he out?" 

G Yes, but there are no demons instead we have 
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humans, animals and vultures up the wazoo. 
ft Should I be afraid? 

G On the contrary. There is much fun to be had in these 
verdant pastures. Let us go for a stroll so you calm down, 
ft I am beat. 

G Rest a while. 

$ 

Don Juan rises. Ahead, green expanse of rich natural 
resources is revealed. Beelzebub is busy crushing the 
flowers. 

G You may be surprised to learn that here in the depths 
of hell, we have forests, and hills and mountains and 
meadows. We have waterfalls and rivers and lakes; as well 
as flowers and vegetations of all sorts which of course may 
differ from what you may have in your head. These 
differences will become more evident during your great 
walk. 

ft No problem. Will you be joining me? 

G Doubtless. 

ft Excellent! Let us proceed. 

G These resources may seem infinite but this is not the 
case at all. In fact, there is quite an order and system in 
place, limits and limitations. The difficulty here is human. 
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Humans have no sense of numbers, they consume several 
times over their need, 
ft This is not possible. 

G These days, one must consume based on numbers and 
measurements. If one depends on the nerve cells from one’s 
stomach to inform the brain that satiation has been 
achieved, one will be inflicted with the global problem of 
overeating. 

ft These flies and mosquitoes keep stinging and make 
walking around impossible. 

G I brought you protection. Here, wear this. 

Don Juan throws the orange silk over his face and body. He 
can see from under it but his face and body cannot be seen 
from the outside. The flying insects have clouded the air but 
at least, they leave him alone, 
ft The leaves are orange like autumn leaves. 

G They are sick, 
ft Lack of water? 

G Reckless consumption. They are scorched, 
ft Let’s hurry. 

When he becomes more accustomed to the orange 
surroundings, he notices multitudes of people who are also 
covered in orange. They repeatedly bend down, pick 
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something off the ground and put it in their mouth, 
ft What are they eating? 

0 You really don’t want to know, 
ft Yes, I really want to know. 

G ffeaps of excrement. 

Don Juan is disgusted. Rosepussy notices, takes his hand 
and pulls him toward her. 

G Let’s go this way. 

ft But this is a mountain. 

G Don’t worry. There is room to walk. 

$ 

Housing developments cover the mountain all the way to 
the top. Masses of people have piled on top of one another. 
The mountain is no longer visible, even the water channels, 
river beds and fissures are packed with people, 
ft What is going on? 

G Over population is the best revenge against the 

banisher of the Garden Above, 
ft Who resides here? 

G Humans, insects, hyena, boars, vultures, and wolverine, 
ft Wolverine? 

G An arctic animal that frequents this area. You will see 
soon enough. 
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$ 

Piles of rubbish and excrement cover the ground. As if stuck 
in a consuming competition, humans are the producers and 
the consumers of these piles. 

0 There it is the wolverine. 

A four-legged animal about the size of a dog devours the 
carcass of a boar that is many times bigger. Its claws are like 
that of grizzly bear with longer nails. The head is similar to a 
bear but also resembling a dog. ft is long-haired, like a bear, 
and slow. It cannot hunt consequently it feeds off cadavers. 
What stands out about wolverine is his incessant eating. The 
carcass of the boar is many times its size but the wolverine 
eats and excretes simultaneously. This ability has enabled it 
to instantly turn every food into excrement. 

G Insects, Hyena and vultures have learned from him 
and now do the same. Recently, humans began doing the 
same. They are now able to instantly turn everything into 
excrement. 

ft I wish I knew him before. 

G Regrets are a sign of slow-thinking, 
ft Where I come from, people consume beyond their 
need. In fact, this is the main problem. Electrical lights are 
on without anyone using the light. The gas is on without 
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anything being cooked. One person’s shower uses up enough 
water for an entire legion. The phone lines are in constant 
use without anyone having anything to say. 

G It is the same here. Then what is the difference? 
ft Probably not much. 

G Are you saying you too live in hell? 
ft I don’t know. But I do know that there is so much 
consumption there that it isn’t even fun any more. Shopping 
has become like medication. Buying more, buying for the 
sake of buying. Addictive shopping has become the way of 
life for humans. Humans contaminate everything, turning 
everything to dirt. Consumerism or wastefulness is 
inadequate to describe the human condition they have 
become true wolverines. 

G The difference being that wolverine consumes dead 

flesh and humans, life itself. 

ft We are the only true consumers of the world. 

G It is the same here. You may run into some of your old 
acquaintances. 

$ 

They walk. On their path they come across people who 
careless and carefree use up everything that is around them; 
people who take pleasure in natural wasting resources. 
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Their lust is expressed by consuming; they take sexual 
pleasure from it. 

ft Consumerism is today’s ailment. 

G It has always been this way. 

ft Shop, shop, shop for the sake of shopping. 

G It all began from the Garden Above, 
ft But now people buy because of advertisement. 

G Gluttony turns natural resources into filth, 
ft We used to call it having a good time. 

G Over consumption of water and food is abominable, 
ft Ridiculous sports like hunting competitions when there 
is no real need for the meat, fill the world with insects and 
flies. 

G All of us will ultimately become food for flies. 

$ 

ft What is that? 

G Hell’s River of Deceit. 

Flames rise to the sky. Smoke has filled the air. A large 
crowd is frantically running about. 

G Deliberate fire in the orange forest. 

ft The repugnant smoke makes breathing impossible. 

G It’s not important. They cut the trees to sell the land 
and if necessary, they burn the wood. Bulldozers erase 
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natural resources for the comfort of humanity, 
ft This destruction is barbaric. 

G The Lord of the Garden Above knew from the start 
that all that humans are good for is to make massive piles of 
dung and garbage. Tie knew that pollution is the natural 
consequence of over population. He was concerned about 
protecting the earth but left populating it up to humans, 
ft What should he have done? 

G Allow Father to stay in the Garden Above and leave 

all in his capable hands. 

ft And what would Father have done? 

G What ever was necessary, even castrate Adam! 

$ 

ft Don’t you think consuming and wastefulness is related 
to lust and over-breeding? 

G Credulous "naivete" is not the way of the brave. This is 

the land of the singular sin. 

ft I have seen many other sins on my way here. 

G But don’t forget that 1 am the lord and master of all 
sins. 

ft Everyone calls themselves, master. 

G Pride is the insatiable desire to be superior to others. 
Lust is excessive sexual desire. Envy is being jealous of those 
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who are more lavish than you. Wrath is the insatiable desire 
for destruction for the sake of destruction with no 
consideration what so ever. Sloth is excessive rest and 
leisure. Greed means wasting wealth, time and resources, 
ft The others used a similar analogy. 

G Only your opinion matters. 

$ 

They continue walking. The farther they go the thicker the 
smoke and the more pungent the air becomes. Hordes of 
insects in the air make progress difficult, 
ft What is that? 

G This is the arena of the learned, the prophet and the 
sage. 

$ 

In the distance, various people stand on their soap boxes 
large and small and preach. There are only preachers, no 
listeners. They walk among the prophets. Each one has a 
story. One is driven to preaching from too much comfort. 

$ 

My people! 

Consume the water, electricity, and gas. Use up the oil and 
the telephones lines and the planet. Clean up the stores and 
the city for these are virtuous acts. Another one says: 
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My people! 

Consume the world, contaminate it and pollute it to 
annihilation. Another jumps on the band wagon: 

My people! 

Be not afraid! Consume all that is noble and moral. 

Be not afraid! Consume all that is ignoble and immoral. 
Some one whispers thoughtfully: 

My people! 

Human flesh and pig’s blood is forbidden to you. But if 
consuming it pleasures you, O’you needy, then it shall be 
permissible. Another cries out: 

My people! 

Hear that it is permissible to consume all four-legged beats 
as in those who roam the pastures. Any killed by suffocation, 
flogging, or throwing off a cliff as well as all remains of wild 
prey are permissible to consume. Consume the permissible 
and the forbidden. Enjoy! 

$ 

Don Juan drags himself out of the dizzying loud crowd. 

$ 

ft What is all the fighting about? 

G Energy. 

ft Is there a shortage? 
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0 Overpopulation not only leads to pollution but also 
shortage of energy. The consumerist humans have to fight 
over who gets more. 

$ 

Don Juan feels sick. He can’t stand it any more. He sits in a 
corner and passes out. Beelzebub slithers next to him. 

$ 

Don Juan had omitted detailed descriptions of the previous 
six demons in his report partly out of disgust and fear. But 
he felt a kinship towards Beelzebub and trusted her. He 
reaches for her and gently removes the silk. For the first 
time, Beelzebub’s true face is revealed: a combination of 
boar, hyena and wolverine. Her eye sockets and body 
cavities are filled with insects and crawling maggots. Puss 
and mildew float in the dark abyss of her hollow face, 
turning life into a reflection of death itself. Beelzebub’s life 
began the moment after death, a walking talking zombie. 
She undresses quickly and draws close to Don Juan reaching 
to him with extended arms. Don Juan wants to vomit but is 
paralyzed by fear. He passes out. Beelzebub will not be 
satisfied with anything short of full copulation. 

$ 

Lady Totalwant who has been watching everything from her 
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office waves her head in dismay. She curses and shouts at 
the guards to fetch Don Juan. Armed to the teeth, the 
guards grab Beelzebub in two shakes of a lamb’s tail and 
ditch her in a marshland replete with sordid bugs and 
insects. Gnawing rats, boring worms, and devouring reptiles 
attack her. Then enters the lord of the flies to begin the 
interminable rape. The guards quickly place the sickly Don 
Juan in an ambulance and transport him to the hospital 
emergency room. 
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0’ my sweet dove 
Who roam the highest rocks 
And the deepest boulders 
Reveal your face 
Let me hear your voice. 
Songs of Solomon 


The Devil 

Don Juan comes to. He feels banged up and beaten, aching 
all over. He cannot see any thing. He cannot open his eyes, 
they are covered. He wants to unfasten the blindfold but his 
hands are tied in the middle of his back: one is pulled up 
and around his neck; the other pulled down and around his 
waist. He is inside a gunnysack, tightened at the top and 
hanging from the ceiling. Compressed inside the sack, he 
cannot breathe. It is difficult to asses his whereabouts when 
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he can’t see anything. He feels stuck, trapped. Just when he 
thinks he cannot bear another moment the squeaking of a 
rusty iron gate is heard, followed by Lady Totalwant’s 
screaming reproaching the guards. 

0 What the hell is this? This man is our honored guest. 
Why have you brought him here? Why have you tied him 
up? Do I have to explain everything to you every time? 
Untie him right away and escort him to my private office! 

$ 

The voice disappears as the gate is slammed shut. After 
what seems like centuries, the gate shrieks again and the 
sound of an old man coughing and mumbling is heard: 
Guard: "Same old story! They wrap them 
like a package, and bag them like an animal 
then blame me for not recognizing the 
honored guest! What is it to me? Huh? 

Why do I get blamed?" 

He releases the pulley and lowers the sack as he grumbles. 
Don Juan’s crumpled body falls out of the bag and thumps 
on the stone floor. 

$ 

The old guard starts untying the rope and the blindfold and 
unlocking the handcuffs and the chains. Excruciating pain 
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runs through Don Juan’s body, as if there are no unbroken 
bones left in his body. Don Juan moans and groans as the 
guards every move doubles his pain. The ground is slimy. 
The unbearable humidity makes breathing even harder. The 
nauseating smell is revolting. Pit-dwelling pests approach the 
new food delivery. The incessant cries of the tormented 
amplify Don Juan’s sense of dread. 

$ 

The old guard is taking his sweet time unbinding the 
package. In response to Don Juan’s grumbling, the old man 
kicks the bag and yells: 

Guard: "Shut your trap! Stop wining like a 
baby!" 

Don Juan swallows his pain developing a deep appreciation 
for the word, Respect. 

$ 

Once he is free he is told to "stand up and walk!" He is not 
able. The sole of his feet are numb. Swollen from flogging, 
the blisters burst as he attempts to distribute his weight 
evenly to ease the pain. He would much prefer to crawl but 
the guard rejects this notion. 

$ 

Two watchmen hold him up on each side and take him to 
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the clinic. He is quickly cleaned up, bandaged and released 
from the clinic. Two giant guardsmen pick him up from the 
clinic and deliver him to the private office. They take him 
through the heart of the torture house passing by seven of 
the eight vestibules. Don Juan sees the torturers and the 
tortured, the interrogators, and the repentant. He sees the 
captives who did not budge from their stance, nothing but 
crushed and battered bodies. 

$ 

The first chamber is flagellation central. Don Juan never 
imagined it would be possible to denigrate some one to this 
extent. The prisoner is tied to a metal bench, faced down or 
in some cases, face up. The prisoner is naked, undressed 
through a maligning game the guards like to play. The 
prisoner’s extremities are tied to the bench’s four legs with 
handcuffs offering ample exposure to their neck, back, 
buttocks, thighs, and feet. Those tied facing up experience a 
more horrifying ordeal. Their face, throat, chest, and sexual 
organs are the landing strip for the flying whip. Various 
whip and flogs are used: leather flogs, heavy electric cables, 
copper strips. The whip lashes through the skin marking it 
with a scarlet line. When necessary, the ultimate flog is 
brought in: a silk barbed wire. With every thrashing, it takes 
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off deep layers of skin splattering flesh around. The 
evisceration is endless. Don Juan turns away. 

$ 

The second chamber is a place of crucifixion. The bodies are 
lacerated using nails, knives, and pins. Any sharp object 
would do. Even scissors to cut off the limbs and throw them 
to the beasts and insects. If cutting doesn’t do the job, 
scorching and branding are used. The prisoner is frequently 
tied to a blistering metal bed or chair. The breaking of 
bones, chopping off limbs and removal of the tongue are 
common in this chamber as are cutting off the testicles and 
scooping out eye balls. Don Juan cannot stomach it and 
looks away. 

$ 

Chamber three is where electricity is applied. The cables are 
connected to the eye lids, temples, testicles, nipples...High 
voltage electric current flows through internal organs 
sending shock waves throughout the body particularly the 
scull, ears, and the brain. Don Juan cannot breathe. 

$ 

Chamber four is the heart of psychological warfare. 
Multitudes of mind altering drugs and hallucinogenics are 
used. The prisoner’s entire life becomes an open book: 
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plans, letters, fax, e-mails, telephone conversations...the 
prisoner’s personal life becomes public knowledge 
implicating everyone of his loved ones. Don Juan wants to 
vomit. 

$ 

Chamber five is rape central. Individual rape, group rape, 
rape using hot hard boiled eggs, rape by bottle, by a sharp 
implement. Rape by animals, snakes...Don Juan is 
embarrassed. 

$ 

The sixth chamber is absolutely silent. The hall is lined up 
with coffins that hold a prisoner inside. The prisoner may 
not move or make a sound. This is the most excruciating of 
all torments. No one can withstand it. The only way out is 
psychological mastery. Don Juan picks up speed. 

$ 

The seventh chamber is where underage youth and virgins 
are raped to remove this minor obstacle from torture and 
execution. But of course, this is a topic beyond the current 
discourse. Don Juan is grateful for the darkness which 
renders him nearly blind. The guard hands Don Juan’s limp 
body to the special attendant guarding the door of Lady 
Totalwant’s private office. 
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$ 

Inside the office, the special attends helps Don Juan slouch 
on the couch. Burning incense quickly transforms the quality 
of the air. He is handed a tall glass of ice containing some 
thick extremely sweet drink. He cannot entirely open his 
eyes; neither can he entirely close them. His face is battered 
and his eyes are swollen. He searches for his pen and golden 
ink but both are lost. His pen was broken and discarded in 
the chamber two. 

$ 

The door opens inviting a sliver light in. The prisoner’s 
secret is betrayed but he does not know it yet. Interrogator 
one enters. It is difficult to discern the interrogator’s color, 
looks purple, seems calm. 

"Pride to what end? Choose modesty and 
leave pride to us. Tell all. It is for your own 
good." 

$ 

The interrogator murmurs provocatively. Don Juan doesn’t 
know what "all" is. His so called secret mission was 
uncovered long ago; he confessed what he knows many 
times before but it was always rejected. The interrogator 
sings: 
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Give me your name 

Give me only your true name. It is for your own good. 
Then the interrogator leaves. 

$ 

The door opens inviting a sliver light in. Interrogator 
number two enters, this one looks blue, seems kind. Sweetly 
she moves and sings melodiously, "Give up Lust. How long 
will you lead this hedonistic life? Leave Lust to those in 
Hell." Don Juan is confused. His hedonistic life is not a 
secret to anyone. He has confessed to his sins over and over 
without any acknowledgement. The kind interrogator 
continues, "I am your friend and want only what is best for 
you." 

Give me your name 
Your name is beautiful. 

Then she sways out. 

$ 

The door opens again. The third interrogator creeps inside 
at the speed of light, pale sickly light. This one looks green 
although it is very difficult to tell in this darkness. She says in 
a calm and composed manner, "Give up Envy. Why not 
leave Envy to the tormented souls burning in Hell? The only 
thing that will save you is sincerity, "Sincerity is the way to 
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Salvation" as they say. Don Juan doesn’t know what exactly 
he needs to be sincere about. He has shared all his deeds 
and thoughts in utmost sincerity but to no avail. He even 
repented, but was rejected. He always thought an MIA 
prisoner is the saddest soul but now he realizes the rejected 
penitent is even sadder. He is prepared to confess to 
anything to be free of this predicament. The interrogator 
sings: 

Give me your name 
Your name is beautiful. 

Give us your body. 

It is for your own good, if you tell me. She says and steps 
out. 

$ 

The opening of the fourth door allows in the pale and sickly 
light of the Torture House. Interrogator number four enters 
dignified. The hellish darkness hinders Don Juan’s sight but 
the interrogator seems red. Strong and stern, he walks 
forward and says, "Give up Wrath! Repent! If it is accepted, 
you shall be free." Don Juan is not sure how he is supposed 
to repent. He has been told repentance in Hell is not 
accepted. He has experienced this first hand. He has 
confessed numerous times and repented numerous times 
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but to no avail. The interrogator sings: 

Give me your name 
Your name is beautiful. 

Give us your body. 

Your body is desirable. 

Then continues, "Resign yourself. This is for your own 
good." Before Don Juan has time to respond, the 
interrogator leaves. 

$ 

The fifth door opens inviting a sliver light in. Don Juan 
recognizes the light gray color even in the darkness. 
Interrogator number five dawdles in; he says sluggishly "Give 
up Sloth. Leave laziness, despondency and fear to the 
tormented souls of Hell. You must repent and purify 
yourself." Don Juan is confused. He seems to be a part of 
sick game. The interrogator sings: 

Give me your name 
Your name is beautiful. 

Give us your body. 

Your body is desirable. 

Sell us your soul. 

$ 

The sixth door moans and a shadow creeps in. Interrogator 
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number six is present but difficult to see, a hint of yellow 
stands out. The prodigious desirous, the interrogator says 
confidently, "Give up Greed! Leave avarice to the 
tormented souls in Hell and beg for forgiveness." Don Juan 
is not sure which sin to ask forgiveness for, and from whom. 
He has been told that these are heavenly concerns. The 
interrogator sings: 

Give me your name 
Your name is beautiful. 

Give us your body. 

Your body is desirable. 

Sell us your soul. 

Your soul is full of grace. 

And leaves without hesitation. 

$ 

The opening and closing of the seventh door is 
instantaneous. The stench precedes interrogator number 
seven, that orange color, the buzzing. "Give up Gluttony! 
Write a letter, in it confess everything, repent, and beg for 
forgiveness, absolution, "Says interrogator number seven 
mockingly. Don Juan is more confused than ever. He is 
certain this is a twisted game. The interrogator sings: 

Give me your name 
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Your name is beautiful. 

Give us your body. 

Your body is desirable. 

Sell us your soul. 

Your soul is full of grace. 

We need your soul. 

$ 

The interrogator leaves quickly. The echo of the final stanza 
reverberates in all seven voices: 

We need your soul. 

Don Juan is beginning to understand the legitimacy of the 
question and the request. They truly want a name but he 
doesn’t know which name. He does not understand why they 
keep repeating, "Give me your name." he has Given his own 
name numerous times! 
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Departure 

Time is out of order and Don Juan has no idea when it is 
but after a long deadly silence, the seven doors open 
simultaneously and the interrogators enter the hall. They 
sing and dance for him, they do everything to please him but 
Don Juan is too tired and too confused to respond. The 
report signed by all seven interrogators indicates, "Did not 
budge from his stance." He is sent to solitary, in the deepest 
darkest point of the dungeon. 

$ 

Fresh from her morning exercise, Lady Totalwant enters 
Don Juan’s cell. To the guards, it is a sign of the importance 
of the prisoner. The seven disciples and trusted guardians 
accompany Lady Totalwant per usual. Don Juan is suffering 
from night blindness and cannot see anything. He speaks, 
ft I’m glad you are here. Friend or foe doesn’t matter; at 
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least I’m not alone. 

G Friend, of course. Why enemy? 

ft Why all this hatred? 

G You don’t love us, as clearly indicated by your actions. 
Why should we love you? 

ft The company of one, even if it is the devil himself, 
would be preferable to this solitude. 

G To make amends, I have brought some old friends to 
keep you company, 

ft Friends? 

G Yes. You may have difficulty seeing them but I’m sure 
you recognize them. 

ft Perhaps I will remember if you introduce them. 

$ 

G Who is this? 

Don Juan recognizes the sound of the fabric, 
ft Interrogator one? 

G Yes. Lucifer, 

ft This horrid beast. 

G She looks beautiful but you only see her inner self now. 

Tell me who is this one? 

$ 

Don Juan recognizes the smell. 
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ft Interrogator two 

0 Yes. Asmodeus. 

ft This ugly witch is a horrid beast. 

G My children are all beautiful, including this one. But 
you only see her inner self now. Tell me who is this one? 

$ 

Don Juan immediately recognizes the flames of envy and 
the burning sensation, 
ft Interrogator three? 

G Yes. Leviathan, 

ft This horrid beast. 

G She looks beautiful but you only see her inner self now. 

Tell me who is this one? 

$ 

Don Juan recognizes the smell, 
ft Interrogator four 

G Yes. Satan, 

ft This horrid beast. 

G She looks beautiful but you only see her inner self now. 

Tell me who is this one? 

$ 

Don Juan recognizes the sound of the distant bell, 
ft Interrogator five? 
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C* Yes. Belphegor. 

ft This horrid beast. 

0 She looks beautiful but you only see her inner self now. 
Tell me who is this one? 

$ 

Don Juan recognizes the spark of gold, 
ft Interrogator six? 

G Yes. Mammon, 

ft This horrid beast. 

G She looks beautiful but you only see her inner self now. 
Tell me who is this one? 

$ 

Don Juan recognizes the putrid smell of decaying flesh, 
ft Interrogator seven? 

G Yes. Beelzebub, 

ft This horrid beast. 

G She looks beautiful but you only see her inner self now. 

$ 

Don Juan falls unconscious but the seven beasts dance 
around him and try to refresh him with a massage. The 
official torture begins. Each interrogator has a specific goal: 
to obtain voluntary confession, to illicit penitence, 
to promote absolution. They sing in unison: 
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For the last time 
The only path to salvation 
Three simple steps 
Confession 
Penitence 
Absolution 

Don Juan is faint and weak. He is heaving but cannot move. 
Lady Totalwant approaches, it is now her turn. She is 
excited by the prisoner’s resistance under the most 
unbearable torment. She dances languidly around him. The 
seven disciples surround her; each sings in their own 
extraordinary voice. 

O’ Magnanimous Father 
Obtain our revenge 
From this sinful 
AMEN 

Lady Totalwant removes her clothes one piece at a time. 
Her dance becomes lubricious, a diabolical dance to the 
tune of insects buzzing sung by seven witches. Gradually 
Lady Totalwant’s inner self becomes visible, a hairy beast 
with pitch dark long fur and a hefty long tail, bloody claws, 
sharp protruding fangs, bulging insect eyes that reflect a 
thousand images in their puss-filled sockets, foaming mouth, 
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repulsive stink, and venomous serpent horns. Don Juan 
cannot believe what he can see with his own two eyes and 
perceive with the eyes of the mind. When Lady Totalwant is 
stark naked, two blazing red domes and a blazing minaret 
are ready between her legs. It wasn’t "SHE" after all, it was 
HE! All seven major sins are the same! Don Juan is 
stunned. The seven guardians kneel and prey. 

O’ Magnanimous Father 
Remember Us 
In Your Vengeance 
AMEN 

O’ Magnanimous Father 

Bless Us with this Bounty 
AMEN 
$ 

The diabolical dance becomes faster and faster, overtaking 
the beat of the music. Preparing for the ultimate rape, the 
devil dances to Don Juan. The seven guardians hold his 
arms and legs. The devil approaches Don Juan from behind 
and without lubrication. At the Devil’s signal, the seven 
guardians disappear behind the door and fight over the 
remains. 

$ 
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Beelzebub: His mouth is mine; I shall lay my eggs there to 
eternity. 

Mammon: I will take shelter in his right eye with my 
children. 

Belphegor: I am used to the right ear. 

Satan: The right nostril is mine. 

Leviathan: The left eye is my best choice. 

Asmodeus: I’ll take the left nostril out of habit. 

Lucifer: I love the left ear. 

$ 

The seven witches impatiently wait their turn to attack the 
seven cavities of the head. Based on their plan, each will 
rape one cavity: two eyes, two ears, two nostrils, one mouth. 
Then they will burn the ripped out head and face. The 
heretic will first feel the pain in his intestines and wicked 
innards then through the head ear, nose and throat...and will 
ultimately up blind, deaf and dumb. 

$ 

Softly chanting and preying, the Devil is violent and 
merciless in the act. As the rape proceeds, Don Juan feels 
lighter, elated. The curtains open and instead of a surprising 
rescue by the security forces, Don Juan is faced with a 
massive mirror. His soul is filled with light. He finds the 
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name of the savior near the mirror. 

$ 

The Devil has had her fill and chants to her disciples as he 
leaves the room. 

My Children 
You are Blessed 
Share the Bounty 

Like insects, the mob charges in cheering but is frozen in its 
tracks. 

$ 

In passing through the mirror, Don Juan loses his eyes and 
ears. He is the only prisoner who succeeded in escaping in 
front of everyone. The Devil and his disciples wail and jeer. 
They head immediately to the armory. 

$ 

Excruciating pain, eye and ear-less, Don Juan has passed 
through the mirror. He passes through the mirror, having 
lost himself he disappears but lives as a result of the miracle 
of the mirror. In doing so, he has experienced the pain of 
the world. 

$ 

It explodes. It finally explodes making everyone’s predictions 
come true. The news spreads around the world instantly: 
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Lady Totalwant’s handmade Atomic bomb explodes in the 
heart of the Western World killing millions of people... 


May light shine upon them. 


THE END 
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